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WHO BURNT THE VULCAN? 

OLD CA1?TA.IN HAOTECA'WAY’S STORY. 
BY W. n. MACY. 


■When lying In tlio port of Callao, Peru, 
being then in charge of the Vuican, niy first 
command, I had occasion to ship two or 
tlireo men to fiii vacancies in ray crew. 
Among them was an Italian, a tall, stalwart 
young fellow, with swarthy countenance and 
heavy black hair which he wore long, on his 
shoulders. His features were rather hand¬ 
some, but the expression not pleasing, as ho 
had a restless, roving eye, and a way of partr 
ing Ids lips and showing his teeth when ho 
smiled, which I never liked. But he spoke 
Englisli fluently, and was evidently a man of 
intelligence, and a prime seaman, ns indicated 
in tliose little signs by which one sailor knows 
anotlier, and which go to make up what is 
meant by the expressive phrase, “ the cut of 
ids jib.” I had little hesitation about ship¬ 
ping him; and, having filled our quota, wo 
sailed In high spirits, for a cruise off the 
Galapagos Islands. 


Ourusu.al success followed us; wo found 
sperm wliales plenty, and within two months ■ 
after leaving Callao we had taken five hun¬ 
dred barrels of oil, which made us up to two 
thousand; Iliad found occasion to observe, 
during this time, that Leonardo, the Italian, 
was a man likely to make trouble among a 
ship’s company. Ills temper was sullen and 
vindictive; and, although, as I had supposed, 
an able seaman, he did not do his duty will¬ 
ingly, and seemed to chafe under any sliow of 
even reasonable and wholesome autliorlty. 

lie was midship-oarsman of the waist, or 
second mate's boat. One day, wo came on 
board from a chase of whales, and tlie boat- 
stccrer, a fine young man named Lawrence, 
called upon him to give him a lift witli a 
heavy tub of line. Tills, being in one of his 
surly liumors, lie refused to do, and gave an 
insolent reply, wliicli Lawrence, of course, 
resented. A few sharp words ensued, when 
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llio Italian draw a knifo and stabbed the 
j oiing man in the side. Ho was immediately 
seized by the ofllcers; and, as I came on deck, 
tliey were bringing the prisoner aft, while 
others were gathered about poor Lawrence. 

I took In the whole story at a glance, and, 
simply saying to the mate, “ put him in irons, 
Mr. D.aggett, and keep him secure,” I turned 
my attention to the wounded man. I was 
soon satisfied that, with care, his life was not 
In danger. The vital organs were not Injured, 
and I found means to stop the severe hemor¬ 
rhage. With my mind lightened of a heavy 
load, I next considered what was to be done 
with Leonardo. 

Following the promptings of my feelings 
at tiie time, I could almost have shot him 
on the spot, taking the law Into my own 
hands. Had we been near port, 1 should, of 
course, have delivered him up for trial, or to 
be sent home. But, convinced that I,aw- 
reuce’s life was in no danger, I did not feel 
justified In breaking up the cruise. Wo were 
doing well, and If we could remain two or 
three months more on the cruising ground, 
our voyage would be made. There was no 
help for It; Leonardo must bo kept in con¬ 
finement, and the voyage must go on; though 
I was by this affair, deprived of the services of 
two .able men at a time when every one was 
much needed. 

I did not tell the Italian my real opinion 
about Lawrence’s wound, but rather gave 
him to understand that it was serious, and 
his life in great peril. Little bo seemed to 
care about it, cither way. He offered no re¬ 
sistance when tlie handcuffs were put ou; 
but went down into llie run, as ordered, with 
that diabolical open smile on his face, saying 
not a word. I could not, however, keep him 
alwisys in elose confinement, in a tropical 
climate; so ho was allowed to come on deck 
in the day time, still with his irons on, and 
at iiiglit was sent below again, the scuttle 
being pushed a little way off, to give him 
fresh air. 

A few days after this affair, wo took a 
whale; and while boiling, wo spoke the 
barque Persia. Captain West came on board 
to pass the evening, and we stood along on a 
wind in comp.any. The Persia’s boat was 
\Veere^^,,(;8{e'fn of our ship, and the breeze 
l^ngmbderate, she towed very comfortably. 
We walked the quarter deck together long 
airer the watch was set, and I observed that 
most of the men forward wore also on deck, 
“gqmming” with the strange boat’s crew. 


At about nine o'clock some one rushed aft 
with the report that the forecastle was full of 
smoke. This had been perceived for some 
time, but had been supposed to originate in 
some way from the try works, though the fires 
wore drawing well, and the smoko driving off 
the lee quarter, ns It should do, when closo- 
haiiled. But it had now become so dense 
that they gave the alarm. 

I ran forward and jerked off one of the fore 
hatches; but the moment it was lifted, tlie 
smoke and flame rushed out to such a degree 
as to drive me back. A main hatch was 
moved with a similar result; and I ordered 
everything tightly closed, the fires in the 
arches to be drawn and extinguished, and 
axes brought for cutting holes in tlie deck. 
It appeared that the lire was under the try- 
works; and I know that my first Impression 
was that it had caught from that source; 
probably from letting the water dry up in the 
“ caboose-pen.” 

This, it may be necessary to explain. Is the 
space under the brickwork, between it and 
the deck, which is always to be kept full of 
water while the fires are in operation; and it 
Is the duty of the oflicer of the watch to see 
that the water is repleiilslied now and then, 
ns It simmers away and evaporates from the 
great heat above. 

We cut through the deck and began pour- 
lug down water, but a few minutes’ work 
showed us that this was useless, and it was 
abandoned. In the mean time the boats were 
lowered and veered astern, as we feared the 
flames might burst out suddenly amidships, 
when it would bo too late to do it. The fire 
worked r.apidly aft under the deck, and the 
cabin was so filled with smoke that it w.as at 
some risk of life that we managed to secure a 
few valuables. Wo felt no anxiety for oup 
ultlm.ato safety, .as we had good boats, fair 
weather, and a consort under our lee. 

A light had been set at tlie gaff, wliich was 
understood by the mate of the Persia as a 
signal for the “ gam ” to close, and he backed 
his maintopsail and also set his light for us to 
run down, knowing nothing, as yet, of the 
state of affairs on board the Vulcan. It soon 
became painfully evident to us all that 
nothing could save tlie ship. I ordered every 
one aft and put the helm up. As she swung 
off before the wind, the flame and smoke 
drove forward, which gave us some relief and 
enabled us to make our arrangements more 
deliberately. 

■Until now Captain West and his crew had 
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been so busily employed in assisting our 
eflbrts, that no one bad found time to look 
over llie tafl’rail at the boat towing astern. 
Ilis boatsteerer now reported no boat to bo 
found. We ran to tlie stern to find his re¬ 
port true; the Persia’s boat was gone I Tlio 
•warp was towing; wo hauled it in, and found 
nearly the whole length of it, showing that it 
must Imvc been cut or parted witliiu a foot 
or two of tlic boat’s stem. But we bad iio 
lime for conjectures. 

I glanced about me to see if my crew were 
all safe. Lawrence bad been helped up from 
below, and was among us, but no one knew 
aiiytliing about the Italian. I threw open 
the skylight and peered dowji into the cabin. 
The smoke was not so dense now that tho 
wind blew from aft; and, at intervals, I could 
make out that the run-scuttle was Just as 1 
had left it, open a Uttlc at one end to allow of 
ventilation; but no one could have come up 
without pushing it back more. Leonardo 
was not with us, at all events; and, if still 
below, he could not be alive. 

It was too late to make any attempt tosavo 
him; and, as I closed tho skylight, aglanco 
forward showed me the tryworks settling 
down, the carlines having burned aw'ay under 
tbe deck. In a moment more the massive 
brickwork inclined to starboard, reeled and 
fell tlirough with a crash; and, as the fire 
caught tho deluge of oil from the pots, a 
coluiim of flame and smoke shot heaveinvard, 
roaring and seething, masthead high. 

We were at this moment within a quarter 
ofamileof the Persia’s stern. The confla¬ 
gration, lighting up sea and sky, showed her 
crew swarming on the rail and in the rigging, 
all transfixed with ainazeinciit and horror at 
siglitof this pyramid of flame moving down 
iiptm them. Whatever w'as to be done must 
bo done quickly; tho foremast, with its sails 
and liamper, was already in flames, and the 
heat was becoming so intense that it could no 
longer bo endured. 

The men went to their places in the boats 
without confusion, wliilo I took the wiieel 
myself, determined to be the last man to leave 
her. When Sir. Daggett hailed to report all 
safe and waiting only for me, I put the wiieel 
to starboard and gave lier a sbeer to pass well 
clear of tho Persia, 

*‘Is Lawroiico all right?” I asked. 

“Ay, ay, sirl” answered the young man for 
himself. 

“Has anybody soon Leonardo?” 

“ No sir.” 


I jumped on the taffrall and slid down hy a 
rope into one of the bo.ats. “Shove out and 
out oars!” And w'e fell rapidly astern out of 
range of tiic intense heat and smoko. 

I sat down by tho side of iny friend West, 
and now, for the first time, found leisure to 
consider my loss, and to realize the teriiblo 
blow to my worldly prosjiects. The Ynleau 
and bei’ two thousand barrels of spci'iii oil 
W’ore totally lost, and I liad not a dollar in¬ 
sured. Insurance was not, then, so general 
as now, ami 1 had always been w’dVmg to 
trust to tlio good luck which had iicrctofore 
attended me. .1 ibongbtof niy young wife to 
wiiom I had been united shortly before sail¬ 
ing; of tlio high liopes of rich reward which 
liad ciicercd and sustained my labors fur inoro 
tlian two years, only to find my hard earnings 
all swept away in an hour; and, for tlio nio- 
lucnt, felt broken In spirit. 

But tliis was but niomeiilary. Youth and 
healtli are never despondent long, if the con¬ 
science be clear; and by tiie linio we arrived 
on board tho Per.-ia, I was able to look with 
some degree of composure upon the magnifi¬ 
cent sight presented by my burning ship off 
the quarter. We continued to watch lier, 
till, one by one, lier masts fell into llie ruins, 
and her hull, wr.ippod in the devouring olo- 
incnt, was gradually reduced to a charred and 
smouldering mass. A few’ casks of oil, which 
had floated out, were picked up nc.xt morn¬ 
ing; but this was all that was available of tlio 
late stout vessel and her valuable cargo. 

Jlcanwhile, wc were all made as comfort¬ 
able, for tlio time being, as tlio crowded state 
of the Persia would admit. We discussed 
now, at our leisure, the history of the fire and 
its probable origin. I expressed an opinion 
that it was caused by the water being snfier- 
ed to run too low in the box midcr the brick¬ 
work. Tills brouglitoutMr. Hunter, the sec¬ 
ond in.ate, who was positive ho had It filled 
with w’atcr not an hour before tho fire was 
discovered; that ho had personally overseen 
the job, and satisfied himself that it was full. 
In this ho W'as fully confirmed by tbe two 
men whom he named, who had handled tho 
buckets and put the W’ater in. 

“Besides,” said Mr. Hunter, “if tho fire 
had begun there, it would have burnt out at 
once tlirough the opening of the box; there 
would have been, it seems to mo, no eban'e^ 
for a doubt about the matter; whereas, ybji 
know, it was raging for some timo under 
deck, with no escape or vent.” 

This was true; and it completely changed 
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iiiy first crndo opinion. I at once said as 
imich, acquitting the second ofiicor entirely 
of all shadow of blame on tlie score of negli¬ 
gence. lint no lights Iiad been used under 
deck since the night before, except in tlie 
forecastle and cabin; while the fire had 
originated amidships. I found both the chief 
olliccrs of tlic opinion that the prisoner in 
the run knew more about It than any one 
else, and that he had escaped in Captain 
West’s boat. Tlie warp liad been carefully 
saved and brouglit on board. It measured 
nearly seven fatlioms, showing that only a 
foot or two had been lost; but the end was 
unlaid and so mucli faggeil by tlie action of 
the sea in towing, tliat it was impossible to 
tell, from its appearance, whetlier it liad 
parted or been cut. One thing was certain, 
if it was cut, tiic man who cut it must have 
been in the boat. 

“Well,” said I, after wc bad discussed the 
matter in all its bearings, “ It’s not likely that 
tlie mystery Nvill ever be cleared up any furtlier 
than it is now. The Italian has cither been 
smothered in the run, or he lias gone adrift, 
in the Persia’s boat. In the latter case, he 
will be likely to land on one of the islands 
under our lee; but it would be like hunting 
for a needle in a haystack to look after him, 
IJesides, it’s of little consequence to us now 
what was the cauao of tlie fire. Its eject is, 
that wo have lost our all, and must begin the 
world anew. Still, I must admit It would bo 
some satisfaction to know, positively, whether 
it was incendiary or accidental.” 

I remained with my friend West until his 
arrival at Talcaliuano, where I sliippcul as 
mate of a vessel for the run home. I found 
iny fiunily all right, my owners well satisfied 
with my conduct and ready to start me again 
with another sliip. I found also that an 
eccentric uncle Iiad’dlcd during my absence, 
leaving me heir to a comfortable old house, 
and some little personal property, on condition 
that I added liis name to my own. As I 
thought my mother’s name as good as my 
father’s, I had no objection to bearing them 
both; and, after the usual forms of petition, 
1 became Paul Coveil Hathaway. It will bo 
seen that it was important in tho sequel of 
my story. 

I made several voyages after this with a 
fair share of success; but no further light was 
shed upon the Vulcan mystery. I learned 
that the Persia’s boat had been picked up in 
good condition by another ship, about eighty 
miles to leeward of my positiou at the time of 


her loss. Everything was found in its place, 
and tho natural prosutnption was, that she 
had struck adrift and gone off “on her own 
hook.” The short piece of warp attached to 
her bow was fagged and soaked out like tho 
olher. It might cither have been cut or 
parted. 

It was not until during my last voyage to 
sea, in 1849, that the veil was lifted from the 
mystery of the destruction of my old ship, 
and the crime of ilie incendiary met with its 
retribution. 

1 was then in charge of tho fine ship Iting- 
(lovc, bound on the Japan ground, and was 
running down the north side of the Caroline 
group, intending to make a port at Guanc, 
one of the Ladrones. Two canoes came off 
to ns from the IslamlofPonapi, or Ascension, 
in each of which was one white man, witli 
several natives. I had visited this Island be¬ 
fore, though anchoring on the southwest side, 
and I knew these white “beach-combers” to 
bo, for the most part, a set of graceless 
scoundrels. 

Tl»o man who first Jumped on board in¬ 
troduced himself .as a Frcncliman, gave his 
name as La Koqiio, and asked if I spoke 
French, to which I replied in tlie negative. 
I understood it very well, but felt justified in 
keeping this advantage of him. In this way, 
I found that lie could speak English well 
enough. He was a tall man, of forty or more 
years, with black hair cut close to his head, 
and a thick bushy beard, turning to gr.ay, 
which served to conceal his features. The 
otiicr wliite man soon joined us, a little 
diminutive fellow, who hailed from the same 
nation, and 1 had no doubt of the fact, for 
every wrinkle in his nose was French. They 
coiivci'scd in that language with each other, 
but wlicn addressing me, spoke English, in 
which accomplishment Pierre or La Roque 
was far ahead of his little companion, Alex¬ 
andre, or Aleck, as he gave his name to me. 
Something about the former seemed strange¬ 
ly to bring up old memories, but I could not 
recall where or when I had ever met him 
before. I even tbought of iny Italian friend 
of the Vulcan, but I could net make him look 
like this man. Besides, Leonardo was no 
Frcncliman, and I had never, to my recollec¬ 
tion, heard him make use of th.at language. 

The two men persu.aded me to go in and 
anchor in the bay where they resided, and I 
decided to do so; fori had a large stock of 
tobacco, prints, and other articles of traffic, 
sucU os are wanted at this island. So wo 
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roused up the clmlii cables, Pierre La Roque 
Installed himself as pilot with little Monsieur 
Alexandre for his lieutenant, and within an 
hour the Ringdove was riding at her anchor 
In Boj'tick Harbor on the northwest side of 
Ascension. 

TIds haven is very small, scarcely affording 
room for half a dozen vessels, and the ehan- 
jicl of exit and cntraiiee is very narrow. La 
Roque showed himself .an excellent pilot, and 
handled tlic ship with the skill of a practised 
ecaman. Of course, ho acted as my interpre¬ 
ter and “trading-master” during my st.ay; 
end, for the most part, he and Alexandre 
boarded and lodged on board, and made 
themselves quite at home in my cabin. Tliey 
always conversed in the French language, 
p,aylng no regard to my presence. I had, in 
my youth, made several voyages to the French 
West Indies, and had also, in the course of 
my wanderings, served two seasons in a 
French rigiit whaler; but I pretended utter 
Ignorance of what was being said in my 
bearing, and had given a hint to Mr. Ben¬ 
nett the mate to keep his own counsel as to 
my knowledge of that tongue. 

I had all my water and stores on board, 
and the ship about ready for sea, when one 
evening I sat at the cabin table on one side, 
while my two beach-combers on tlio otiicr 
side had just lighted tlieir pipes and settled 
themselves for a comfortable chat. 

"Alexandre,” said La Roque, suddenly, to 
his little comrade, “we must take this ship.” 

I had some difficulty to repress a sudden 
start, but I recovered myself instantly. I 
pretended to bo intently engaged in reading, 
and eating a banana which I plucked from a 
biincli on the transom at ray side. 

The little Frenchman merely sucked the 
harder at his pipe and looked coolly to his 
Mentor for instructions. He was evidently 
one of those fellows wlio will “ take sugges¬ 
tion as the cat laps milk.” 

"You see,” continued Pierre, “she has 
lots of plunder such as we want; and, if wo 
take her, you and I will bo the richest white 
men on the island. There’s not much tobac¬ 
co or cloth among us now, for most of the 
stock from the ‘ Fawn ’has been used up. I 
say, timt was a lively time wo had in the 
weather harbor, picking the bones of that 
English barque—eh, Alexandre?” 

“ Yes, yes,” assented the little one. “And 
if you say so, I suppose this one’s bones must 
he picked, too. You’ve more Influence with 
the old Nanahln than any one else, and 1 


think you understand putting up ajob of tills 
kind more coolly than anybody I ever knew. 
You must have led a hard life in your day, 
Pierre.” 

“ Well—so, so," returned the other. “ I’ve 
had my share of adventures. I have had a 
hand in a few piracies, have slit some throats 
and wrecked some vessels in my day—and I 
once butned a ship at sea, Aleck, a ship that 
I belonged to, burnt myself out of her, and 
ran away by the light of the fire!” 

“Goodl” grunted his pupil. “Where was 
that, Pierre?” 

“ Off the Galapagos Islands." 

My breath came liot and thick. I rallied 
all my powers of self-control, and so far suc¬ 
ceeded as to bite into another banana with a 
fair affectation of indifference, while I turned 
another leaf of the book in which I feigned 
to be so much interested. Leonardo, my cut¬ 
throat Italian, was before me I I know now, 
where I had seen that restless eye, ami that 
peculiar parting of tlie lips in the act of 
smiling. But he had since lost nearly all his 
teeth, which fact, with his closely cut hair 
and heavy beard, Imd very mucli altered ids 
appearance. And tins man did not know 
me! Fifteen years of hard service, and more 
yet, my change of name, had done the busi¬ 
ness, and saved me from recognition. 

“How was it? Tell us all about It,”said 
the little villain, with a glance of admiration 
at his superior. 

“ Well, she was an American ship. I don't 
care to toll her name,” said Pierre. (Ho had 
no need to tell one of his auditors.) “ The 
skipper was a young man, and built very 
much like our unconscious friend, tlie cap¬ 
tain, here. Indeed, when I look at ids slioul- 
ders from behind, I always seem to see that 
young Captain CovcII before me. 

“I had been three months in the ship, 
which was a long time for mo to be in one 
craft, and I was spoiling for an adventure of 
some sort. Ofie d.ay a young fellow, a petty 
officer, called me to lend him a hand; I did 
not feel in the humor, and told him I would 
not do it. He flared up and put on airs, and 
I inserted my knife under his ribs. I don’t 
know yet, whether ho lived or died; but Pm 
afraid tlie incision was ratlier deeper than I 
meant it to be. Well, they took mo aft, and 
put on mo a pair of those large old-fash¬ 
ioned shackle-irons, to confluo mo as they 
tlionght. I was laughing in my sleeve at 
them, for I know I could work them off, ay, 
and on, too, when I should bo ready.” 
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Hera the scoundrel looked admiringly at 
Ills small flexible hands. I dared not glance 
at him now, for fear of losing my self-com¬ 
mand. 

“ They put me down in the run and kept 
me there nights, letting me up days for an 
airing. You may ho sure I cliafed at eon- 
flnement, and determined to get my freedom 
at any cost. A chance was soon olTered; wo 
got a whale, and when nearly through trying 
out, we spoke a barque, and tlie captain came 
aboard and veered his boat astern by the 
warp. I was on deck then and took note of 
things. I made up my mind to fire the sliip 
that night. 

“I had fireworks In my pocket, for I was 
allowed to smoko when I liked wlille above 
deck, I knew that the blubber-room had been 
cleaned out that afternoon, and that one of 
the lower dock hatches was left partly o/T, 
while the upper ones were closed. At dark 
1 was driven into my cell as usual, and tho 
captains went on deck to spin yarns and 
smoko; in short, they went about their busi¬ 
ness and I about mine. 

“ I lost no time in slipping my hands out of 
the shackles, and crept tlirougli to tho main 
hatchway. I had explored tlie road before 
and knew the feeling of every cask in her, 
abaft tho mainmast. Tho hatch being off, I 
could pass up between decks without noise. 
I made my way into tho sallroom, knowing 
where to put my hand on a large bag of tar¬ 
red oakum, and some rolls of old canvas, 
which I lugged forward until about under 
the tryworks. I also found enough greasy 
wood to start a good bonfire, and keep it 
going, too. 

“I arranged all my combustibles, and fired 
tho piles in three or four places, to make a 
sure thing of it. When I lit the oakum the 
flame and smoko sprcird so quickly tliat I had 
enough to do to escape being suflbeated; but, 
as I dropped into the lower hold I managed 
to pull on tho hatch, which kept the smoko 
out of my quarters for the present. I went 
back to my old station In tho run, and waited 
until the alarm was raised, and I heard tho 
two captains run forward to look for the fire. 
I knew then that the coast was clear, and 
everybody’s attention was occupied. So I 
jumped up Into tho cabin, placed tho scuttle 
just as I found it, leaped on the transom and 
dropped out at the stern-window, pulled my¬ 
self into tho barque’s boat, cut tho warp, and 
the ship kept on her fiery course, leaving me 
alone on tho Pacific 1” 


I had preserved my outw.ird appearance of 
Indiflerence and listened to this detail of tho 
destruction of my ship. lint I must still 
keep cool and not betray by any sign that t 
understood a word; for if they intended to 
take the liingdove from me, I might learn 
their plans, so as to counterplot a little. 

“ Well,” said Aleck, “ did she burn up?” 

“0 yes. I made a sure job of tliat. Alt 
hands were saved and taken on board tho 
barque, while I lay quietly by at a proper 
distance and saw tlie whole performance. 
Wlien all was quiet I set the boat’s sail and 
ran to leeward. I knew there must bo land 
not far off, and the next day I landed on one 
of tho islands. I set tlie boat adrift, taking 
notlilng out of her, for I knew she would be 
picked up, and no one could know but tliat 
she had struck adrift while towing. I lived 
tliree days on turtle’s flesh and some bread 
that I had brought with me. An English 
whaler touched there, and I got a passage 
down to the Miirqiies.as, representing that I 
had got astray on the island and lost my 
shipmates, while hunting terrapins.” 

“ifon Sleul that was well donel” said 
little Alexandre. " But have you never seen 
that young captain since?” 

“ No, never. I would like to cut his throat 
if I had the chance,” answered Pierre. 

I felt obliged to him for his kind Intentions, 
but dared not express my gratitude, even by 
a look. 

“But now,”asked tho little one, “how do 
you mean to manage this ship ?” 

“ I mean to nifsioanage her, so as to rdh 
her on the outer end of the reef, I shall 
take her out through the narrow part of tho 
passage, and llien put her on tho rocks, as If 
accidentally. You must have tho canoes 
ready behind this point of rocks, hero. You 
will go ashore and see the old Nanakin, and 
get the tribe mustered, for she will get under 
way to-morrow, Just before night. As soon 
as you see the ship bring up, or hear my sig¬ 
nal (you know what that is), you will bring 
all the fleet as fast as possible. Our innocent 
friend, here, will suppose you are coming to 
Ills assistance to get him off tlie reef. Alter 
that all is phdn sailing. We must take out 
the plunder and burn her. We don’t want 
the ship ibr anything.” 

“ But what do you propose to do with the 
crow?” 

“ Dead men tell no tales,” said tho Italian, 
scntentlously. 

I could hardly feslraln a shudder at the 
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coolness of the villnin, but I knew that I had 
him now “on the hip,” and could spoil his 
plan, as well as mete out to him just retribu¬ 
tion for his malicious dcsthictlou of my ship 
and cargo, fifteen years before. I found an 
opportunity to confer with Mr. Bennett, and 
also with the other ofDcers; enjoining upon 
them all, by no sign or movement, to betray 
their knowledgo until the proper moment. 

To get to sea through the narrow channel 
in the reef, it was necessary to carry out a 
kedge to windward, hook it down firmly in 
the coral, take up the lower anchor and 
heave ahead on the kedge, until the siiip’s 
cutwater was almost nibbing tbe roclvs on 
the weather side of the bay. Wo were then 
to make all sail, hanging by the hedge, swing 
the headyards briskly, slipping the hawser at 
the same moment, and cast her head right 
into the passage, meeting her in time with 
the helm. 

Monsieur La Uoque, or Leonardo, showed 
himself a thorough seaman In performing 
this somewhat delicate operation. It was 
well for me that I was to have the benefit of 
Ills pilotage through the intricate part of the 
channel; after which, as may be supposed, I 
meant to take her into iny own bands. Had 
lie purposed to capture the ship inside, I 
should have had no alternative but to fight 
to the death, and take my chance of getting 
her out myself, if I succeeded in repulsing 
the savages. The calculating villain knew 
how we would fight if attacked while our sliip 
was afloat; but if he put her on the reef and 
wrecked her, we could then be decoyed on 
shore and murdered at leisure. 

He took tlic wheel himself, gave the word 
when ready to slip the hawser and swing the 
yards, and performed all his evolutions in 
beautiful style. The Uingdove obeyed her 
helm like a tiling of life, ns she shot into the 
narrow clmimel, while Leonardo controlled 
her movements with such a delicate touch 
that I could not help admiring his skill, even 
while I knew lie meant to cut all our throats 
the same night; I knew, too, that the flotilla 
of c.'inoos, manned and armed to the teeth, 
^Yerotllen lying in ambush within a few hun¬ 
dred yards of us, but concealed by a project¬ 
ing ])oint. 

Already we had passed the critical part of 
the passage, and the reef began to trend to 
the soiithwawl, afibrding more scaroom. The 
decisive moment had come, and I signed to 
the oflicers to be ready. I saw Leonardo’s 
eyes snap, as bo suddctily hove the wheel up. 


“Captain,” said be, “tbero’s a sunken reef 
makes out here on the weatlier-bow. I shall 
have to throw her ofFa point or two.” 

Mr. Bennett aud the. second mate were at 
that moment behind the Italian, pretending 
to be doing something with the spanker- 
boom guy. At a inovcmciit of my Imiid they 
seized him from behind, aud jerked him 
backward, while I caught the wheel myself 
and brought her head back to the proper 
course. Leonardo struggled powerfuily willi 
the two oflicers, whose object was to sccura 
and bind him without noise or confusion. 
But, by supeiliuman elloit, be threw them 
both off and jumped to the rail, while I 
shouted “ Kill him!” for I saw tliat there was 
no help for it. He liad already drawn a pis¬ 
tol and Avas in the act of cocking it, Avlien a 
lance, thrown by the third mate, passed 
tlirough Ills body; but not before he liad put 
liis fingers to his moutli and sounded a pecu¬ 
liar shrill whistle, wbicli tvas answered in¬ 
stantly by a inovemout of the leading canoes, 
starling out from bcbiiul the rocky point. 

“We will have his partner,” said I, “ami 
then Ave shall have done enough.” 

I did not fear their attiack, noAv that I had 
searoom and a good AA'orking breeze. Seeing 
tliat AVG Avere aa'cII clear of the reef, I gave the 
ovdet to back IIao AAAaiAAtopsail and to remain 
at tbe braces, ready to fill again at the Avord. 
My Italian Imd fallen to the deck Avitlj the 
lance still in his body, and no one had oiforcd 
to pull it out. Ills life Avas fast ebbing, but 
I c;\u never forget the infernal expression of 
bis face, as bis eyes rested on me. 

“Captain,” said he, in a voice lioarso AAith 
agony and bafllcd rage, “you understand 
Krcncli ?” 

“Like a native, Leonardo,^* I answered. 
“Ami, moreover, though my hamo is Hatha- 
Avay, noAA’, fifteen years ago it was—Corel/.” 

Ho closed his eyes, gasping out a bitter 
oath; bis spirit AVas going fast. By this 
lime the leading canoes aycvd coming up Avith 
us, and I counted twenty-five Avhich bad 
made their appearance from behind the point, 
all filled AvIth armed men. As I had antici¬ 
pated, the foremost one bore the little 
Frcncbman and the old Nanakin of the 
tribe. They ripproacbed AAitbin hail, but not 
seeing their masterspirit, who AA'as now in 
the agonies of death on deck, they rested ou 
their paddles for a parley. They were evi¬ 
dently puzzled, not knowing Avhat to make of 
the aspect of affairs. Alexandre, becoming 
impatieivt, stood \Ap In tbe canoe and bailed: 
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“ Wlicro are you, Pierre?” 

“Go look/or hhiV' I answered, m his own 
iontjHC, as 1 brought iny rifle to a siglit. JJo- 
fore ho could stoop the bullet had passed 
tlirough his brain. “ Brace full the niaiu- 
yai'd!” I shouted, as the body of Leonardo, 
ulias Pierre La Koquc, was launched over¬ 
board anmng the \iorror-stvicken savages; 
and the Uingdovc, under the impulse of fresh 


trades, flew on tier course towards the Japan 
whaling grounds. 

I had no desire to work any revenge upon 
the islanders. Wq liad punished the two 
scojindrels who liad so coolly plotted tho 
destruction of all our lives; wo had visited 
just rclribtition upon the pirate and the in¬ 
cendiary; and had cleared up the mystery of 
llie burning of iho Vulcan, 
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WHY I HATE A LOAD OF HAY. 

BY THEOnOBE ABNOLD. ' 


I ■NEVER see a load of liay witlioHt being 
conscious of a desire to do soirietliing mi- 
nniinble. The feeling is quite involuntary, 
and sometimes 1 do not know what it means, 
without stopping to recollect, There is a 
reason, however, and a good one; which I 
am about to give, 

I had heen sick one spring, a short, sharp 
fever following a busy, and rather hard 
winter, and when summer carao I found that 
I must really take an entire rest. I didn’t 
get well as I ought to, and was in danger of 
falling into another fever. 

"Drop everything, and go off into the 
country,” the doctor said. " Wander In the 
woods, go fishing and hunting, make hay, 
pick berries, lie on the grass in the snn. 
lint don’t go to a watering place, or to .any 


fashionable resort. Find some good farm¬ 
house, and go there for a couple qf months.” 

Well, I found my farm, a great unpainted 
house that with its barns, heii-liouscs, sheep- 
fold, and various yards, spread over about an 
acre of land. Outside of this kernel stretched 
fields, pastures, woods, on every side. 

They received me with the greatest cor¬ 
diality, gave me the spare-chamber, a glorious 
apartment with a bed radiant witli a patch- 
work quilt which was a marvel of liandiwork, 
plump with feathers for which many a live 
goose had quaokingly been robbed of its 
down; with a set of painted furniture span 
nc; ^inst from town; with snowy eurtalns to 
*ho trtndows: with peacock feathers over the 
Ino'dng-gl.ass, with boughs fresh and green in 
the fireplace. They placed everything in 
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and about tlio house at niy disposal, tiiey 
roasted me on the most delicious food I ever 
ale, they petted and pampered me to their 
and iny heart’s content. 

The family consisted of Mr. and Mrs. 
Slocum, a hale, hearty couple, Myra Slocum, 
ail applc-blossoin of a girl, eighteen years of 
age, and four younger children, two girls and 
two boys, from fifteen down to six years old. 
TIiei» had boon three more, but they had 
died in infancy. Besides the family, was one 
regular hired-man, Zeno Ilnins, a rough, 
ignorant fellow, but a good worker, and other 
help in haying and harvesting seasons. 

How shall I paint Myra Slocum? ‘NVlicre 
get colors bright enough to depict her cheeks, 
her lips, her blue eyes, her raven hair? How 
stiall I do justice to that lovely, healthy, 
langliliig face, that robust and shapely figure? 
She was the very picture of liealtli, a laugh¬ 
ing Ilcbc, who had all her life breathed pure 
air, drunk pure water, kept early hours, eaten 
wiiolesome food, and had a good conscience 
and a tranquil mind. She had no city ac¬ 
complishments, and all lier reading was con¬ 
fined to the “ Blue Light,” a weekly paper to 
whicli I had at tiiat time tlic happiness of 
contributing tliose thrilling tales wbicli 
caused the lovely Myra the bitterest tears .she 
ever shed. Indeed, the very first evening I 
was at the farmhouse, I saw licr bending 
absorbed over a paper, with her red lips 
her breath suspended, and large tears 
hanging to her cyelashos. I took occasion to 
I'a.ss by lier, and look over her shoulder in 
passing; and there was my own name ap¬ 
pended to a story wherein were recorded the 
£(*ntimental woes of a girl whom Miss Slocum 
ir.lglit witliout vanity fancy was something 
lila’, herself. By a lucky chance, tiiat heroine 
lived in tlic country, had red chocks, a while 
br ow and profuse black hair. 

•’Have you any relations of yonr name?” 
slm asked mo, later that evening. “Any 
geutleinon relations, I mean.” 

1 knew at once what she meant, and that 
ail liiey know of my name was the last; my 
letter to them, and the letter reconitncuding 
mo to them calling me Mr. Arnold merely. 

“ I have no male relatives of my name,” I 
replied. 

“The reason why I asked,” Myra pursued, 
with a charming blush, after having hesitated 
a moment, “is because I thought you might 
bo a relative of Theodore Arnold, who writes 
such beautiful stories for tiic ‘Blue Light.’” 

“ O! I know him,” I said, with gravity. 


She blushed again with pleasure. Myra 
was always blushing. 

“ You know him I” she exclaimed, witii 
enthusiasm. “Do tell me how he looks, and 
how old he is, and what lie says and docs. I 
never knew such a splendid writer!” 

Header, the person who asks “ wliat Is 
fame?” if ho had tlien propounded that 
idiotic question to me, would have received 
for answer, Fame is bliss! 

I laughed, and I dare say I blushed a little 
on being thus questioned. 

“ Men do not much notice other men,” 1 
said, “ and I don’t believe I could give you a 
very good description of your favorite author, 
lie’s about my age and size, 1 should say, and 
talks and .appears preity much like other 
young men. I’ll tell you how I can satisfy 
yon. I will write to him for a pliolograph, or 
two, a face and a full lengtli, that you may 
judge for yourself. lie will bo very mucli 
gratified to learn tiiat he has a friend hereby 
wliom be is so well appreciated.” 

“ Will yon, really?” she exclaimed, breath¬ 
lessly. “Jlut wliat will he think of me? 
You wont tell him my name?” ' 

“lie will think you botli amiable and 
ebanning,” I replied, ignoring the last 
question. 

Nev(}r was a girl so flustered, so delighted. 
She would have a picliire of her fav(fritc 
author, and he would really hear about her! 
Slie could not cnougli express her tlianks to 
me, her fears lest she should be thought pre¬ 
sumptuous, ami her impatience to get the 
promised pictures. 

I wrote a letter to town tho next morning, 
and carried it two miles to the post-ofiico. In 
it I requested my correspondent to get mo 
tho required photographs from Grey, who 
Iiad a negative, and also to address me simply 
as Mr. Arnold under cover to John Slocum. 

“ I tiioiight it better to have iny letters 
come so,” I said, to my host, “ since at tho 
post-ofiicc your name is so well known. And 
I may not always feel like going down there 
on chance of a mail.” 

“All right!” the farmer answered, heartily. 
“If anything comes for me, they are sure to 
send it along by the fu st chance, if I don’t go 
down myself.” 

It was near liaying time at the farm, and 
from the talk iii the family I learned that two 
young men, friends of theirs, were coining to 
liclp Mr. Slocum through tho season. One 
of tliem was Sabine True, a sailor, who was 
stopping at home over one voyage, and the 
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other Nate Melton, a farmer’s son not far 
away. In tills conntry-iil.ace there was not 
the slightest feeling about working for a 
neighbor, and the two yoniig men were to 
come quite as friends. 

“ Nate Melton is a gentleman,” Mrs. Slocum 
informed mo, conlidentially, one morning ns 
she and I sat alone over the breakfast table. 
“He has an education, and means to ho a 
doctor, he tliinks. Doctor Markham over at 
liyville is getting old, and he has iiromised to 
take Nate into partner.shii) as soon as lie is 
prepared. He’s been through college, Nate 
h.as, and he’s only at homo nowforav.acation 
before he goes to the city to hoar lectures.” 

I saw that this young man was an object 
of great interest to my good landlady, and 
instantly divined the cause. Ho either w.as, 
or she wished him to he, engaged to her 
daughter. I boldly resolved to find out. 

“Then it would seem that his father docs 
not need his help in haying,” I remarked. 

Mrs. Slocum laughed. 

“Well, no,” she said, “they h.aveii’t got 
much grass at Mr. Jlelton’.s; and ho and otir 
young folks arc old friends, and like to get 
together. He’s coming more for a frolic t'.ian 
for work. AVe alw.ays like to sec Nate; and 
father .and I think as much of him as if he 
was our own son.” 

I laughed a little sigiiiflcanlly. 

“O!” slio said, “there’s nothing of that 
sort. lint tlio young folks are gooa friends.” 

AVhy should I feel glad to know that tlicre 
was “ nothing of that sort ” going on at iires- 
eiu? Surely, I liad not taken a fancy to this 
buxom country girl! 

I sat and thouglit It over a little while, 
Mrs. Slocum going about her work. I stirred 
tile grounds in niy coiTce-ciip, drew them up 
OHIO the sides of the cup, and tried in an ab¬ 
sent way to arrange them Into a fortune. AJI 
I could make was an ugly ring. 

“A ring is a lover,” I said. “Can it he I? 
Or is it this fellow of the pills and powdere?” 

How still and sweet it w.-.s as I sat there! 
fho jinro .air floating In, perfume-laden, 
Ihrmigli the open windows, flie .sound of 
rusiling foliage and bird-songs, the distant 
lowin.T of cattle, ami tiie liabbie of a brook 
that llowed near tlie house. I got up, and 
strclled out tlirough tlie porch, Itwasabout 
seven o’clock, ami tlio work of the d.ay was 
irell on. Jfr. Slocum and Ids man had had 
tiieir breakfast at some far-aw.ay hour of 
«arly dawn,'and were nowont of sight, to 
remain so probably till noon. Anno, the 


second girl, and her younger sister, Nell, were 
just going off to the pasture for strawheilies 
for dinner. The little hoys witli their motlicr 
wore on their way to tlie barn for eggs. 
AVhere was Myra? I listened, ami prosenUy 
heard a genlle, intermittent patting from Hie 
dircclioii of tlio dairy. I waited a moment, 
Hioii followed Hie call of those pliiiiip hands 
along the north side of the house, where the 
undi'ied loaves of the hop-vino swilehed 
their dewdrops oil' on me. At the last win¬ 
dow I stopped, and looked in on Hie pretty 
picture; Myra stood there with her heautifnl 
hair wound in a great braid .about her head. 
Hie sleeves of her neat print die.ss roiled 
quite up to Hie shoulder, displaying a pair of 
round, dimpled arms, and a wliile apron with 
a bib to it tied around licr waist. At the 
moment I first caught siglit of her, slie w.as 
slamling with her he.ad a liiHe one side, her 
lips pouted, witli a paiiislakiiig e.xpression, 
while slio lield a cake of butter in one liaiiil, 
and with the other lifted the print from tlie 
basin of water in whicli it lay. A deft lilHo 
turn of the wrist, and Hie btilter went over 
onto Hie print. Tlicn slio looked up, ami, 
seeing mo, bluslied rosily, ami didn't know 
w hat to do. 

“ Please go on,” I said, “ 1 desire above all 
tilings to know Hie way butter is made. 
How Hiose delicious solid golden balls can 
come out of milk has alw.ays been to me a 
mystery. Also, how Hie wheat, and corn, 
and blossom relief get onto them.” 

Slie collected herself, and I stood and 
watelied and chatted wliilo slio went on 
with her work, not quite so handily, I am 
afraid, as if I were not Hicre, but sHlI witli 
an encliantiiig baslifulness. 

“ Vour mother h.as been telling me about 
Mr. Melton,” I said, .ahriipHy; ami no sooner 
was the iiaiiio out of my mouth Hian she 
langlied, colored, and gave her head a little 
toss. It was as pliiiii as the nose on one's 
face. The young man, she knew, liked her, 
and, perhaps, site liked liiin. 

“ I am quite imiiaticnt to see him,” I went 
on, watching the pretty coquette. “ Vour 
mother seems to have a groat afl'eetion for 
him, and spo.aks very highly of his talen'ts, 
Slio says ho is quite like a son to Iicr.” 

Myra laughed .again, and, laying Hie last 
btiHcr-pat onto the wooden platter before 
her, glanced at. me witli a look of saucy de¬ 
fiance, then lifted Hio platter and boro it 
away. 

I found myself somewhat surprised. 1 
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wasn’t usGil to country girls; and such a mix¬ 
ture of baslifulness and impudence was new 
to me. But, I reflected as I walked away, 
women are all alike in one resiwet, whether 
tliey be conventional or rustic. When tliey 
perceive their power over us slavish men, 
they are impudent baggages, from the queen 
to the beggar. 

That evening, at about sunset, the two 
haymakers came. The whole family had 
gathered in the porch and yard, Mrs, Slocum 
with her knittiug-work, her husband witli 
the nistory of England, which he was perus¬ 
ing with absorbing interest, the younger 
children running about, tho lilred man, 
Ilains, sitting on a wood-pile, and coiitempla- 
llvcly picking his teeth, Myra walking in and 
out of the house, looking very lovely and very 
uneasy, and myself sitting in a window be¬ 
side the porch, and looking out on all. It 
was a pleasant home scene; and the wide 
fields waving green for the scythe, Iho 
evening song of tho birds, the circling forest 
that cut olf fiom view all other habitations, 
even the glimpses of poultry and cattle—all 
framed the picture well. 

Myra had glanced at me furtively several 
times, I could see, botli wlieii she passed llio 
door of tho sitting-room where I was and 
when she stood outside tho window; but I 
did not take too much notice of lier. I had 
no notion of allowing her to think that 1 was 
completely enslaved, and tliat she could do 
as she pleased with me. Moreover, though 
she kept an eye on ino, she also glanced fre¬ 
quently down the road in tho direction from 
which the expected visitors were to come. 
But, careless as I appeared, I could scarcely 
keep my eyes off her. Never had I seen tho 
girl look so beautiful. By some inspiration 
of good taste In dress she wore a pale green 
muslin with a lace at tho neck, and in con¬ 
trast with that her red and white were quite 
dazzling. Iler black hair crowned her head 
in a massive braid, and as she walK'cd there 
was something mr^jestic in her appearance. 
Why might not life bo happy enough with 
such a simple, healthy, hcanllful creature for 
a companion, even though she did not possess 
the accomplishments of polite life, and had 
not brilliant natural talents? Need one be 
ashamed to present her? Might she not win 
as much consideration, even as she was, ns 
ipany a simpering, inane votary of fashion? 

She caught my glance as I was thinking 
thus, and paused as if I had spoken to her, 
looking at mo iu a way so plainly appealing 


that I instantly forgave her for her morning’s 
Impertinence. I leaned out tho window and 
spoke to her, tossing away tho cigar I liad 
been smoking, and she came to me at once 
and with a look of pleasure. 

“She shall forget to look for the doch)r,” I 
resolved, and immediately began talking to 
her of whatever I thought likely to interest 
her most, the theatre, sights in the city, 
famous writers. At tho last subject she 
flushed up. 

“Were you in earnest about.that plioto- 
graph?” sho asked, hesitatingly. 

“ Certainly!” I replied. “ I wrote to town 
for it, and have received an answer. I 
should have told you of It this inoniiug if you 
had given me the opportunity.” 

She glanced at me penitently, and after a * 
moment of hashfiil hesitation, faltered out: 

“ I am sorry—” then stopped. 

It was cnougl). If Myra said she w'assony, 
then one might trust her. She did not know 
how to make glib excuses which mean 
nothing. 

“ I have not yet got the photographs,” I 
said, smiling. “But they will come soon. 
My friend WTites mo that they will liavc to 
be taken, as there were none on hand.” 

“W'hat! on purpose for me?” exclaimed 
the girl. 

“Yes; on purpose for you,” I replied. 
“Mr. Arnold is much pleased with tho report 
of your partiality for his writings; and it 
would not surprise mo if he should, some day, 
put yon into a story. And, by the way, it is 
but fair that, since he has his picture taken 
for you, you should return thocompUmentby 
giving him yam's.” 

Myra leaned against the window-frame, 
almost unable to speak, her wliolo face crim¬ 
son, her eyes sparkling, To her, an author 
was a far-away, enchanted being, with a halo 
always about him, some one quite removed 
from other men; and to be known and 
noticed by one was to her height of 
glory. 

While I talked to lier, I saw two men com¬ 
ing xip the road. But she never looked round, 
and seemed to have quite forgotten that any 
one was expected. It was only when the 
visitors had reached tiie door-yard, and were 
welcomed by the whole family that she turned 
to look, and even then she did not for a mo¬ 
ment seem to perceive them with her mind, 
thougl) their forms were before her eyes. 

I examined tho new-comers with interest. 
There was no mistaking the free and easy 
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sailor, and I turned at onco from lifin to the 
oUicr. 1 must o\tii I was a little surprised; 
f(»r certainly Mr. Nate Melton was as fine 
l(K)king a fellow as one would wish to see, 
and a good deal finer looking than one would 
wish to see, If he were a rival. His form was 
stalwart, broad-shouldered, and had an easy 
motion full of manly grace. His hair and eyes 
wore dark, but he had a color almost as fresh 
.as a girl’s, and his forehead from whlcli he 
tossed the damp locks back as he removed 
Ills straw hat, was well-developed, square, 
and as white as snow. I could sec tl>at his 
glance was directed to tlie window where 
Jlyra and I stood long before he reached the 
house, and that w'hcn she did not turn as he 
came up the yard, his face darkened. When, 
at length, she recalled her thoughts, and 
wont cordially to meet him, he protended not 
to see Iicr till she was close to him, and then 
greeted her with a touch of coldness. 

If I had beei\ gratified by her penitence 
towards me a little while before, I was now 
obliged to own that I need not have valued it 
too highly; for tlie minx gave the now-comer 
a look just as penitential, and lingered, look¬ 
ing Into his eyes till lie smiled and restored 
lier contentment. I watched her with a 
curiosity not unmixed with anger. Evidently 
the person whom sfie loved w.as Miss Myra 
Slocum, and she merely wished gentlemen to 
admire and like her, without having any 
particular preference, apparently, for any one 
of them. If slie was likely ever to give special 
thought to one, it would bo when he w'as in 
danger of being lost to her. I did not leave 
iny window when the new arrivals made 
their appearance, but took another cigar, and 
sat looking out, and wondering liow long I 
had better stay at the farm. I had been 
there nearly three weeks, and was a groat 
do.al better in health. Perhaps I might as 
well go b.ack to town in a week more. But 
that would depend. 

By-and-by the family came in, and I was 
introduced to the young men. The sailor 
made mo a profound, half-laughing bow, but 
the otlier was moaning to give a very cold ac¬ 
knowledgment of my salutation. I put a 
stop to that, however, by offering Iiim my 
liand, and giving him a grip that made him 
wince and color. It was shaking hands be¬ 
fore combat; and, also, letting the stalwart 
fellow sec the strength of my mitscle. I 
fancied that on entering the room he had 
lifted his head in a rather arrogant manner, 
as if proudly conscious that ho was taller and 


broader-shouldered than I. I always like to 
let people see that there Is a difference be¬ 
tween larcjQ and {treaty and that gems are 
smaller than boulders. 

lie showed generous blood, though, and I 
liked him for it. Evidently, he had looked 
on me as an effeminate city chap whom he 
could fling over his shoulder, and fancied 
that 1 valued myself chiefly on my mustache 
and white hands. When he found his mis¬ 
take he Cook a seat l)y me, and forgetting 
even Myra, apparently, fell into a wary con¬ 
versation with me, measuring my strength, 
evidently. I was pcifectly frank with him, 
lie deserved it, and after an hour I had lialf 
made up my iniml that if ins heart was sot 
on Myra 1 would withdraw and leave the field 
to him. lie was a sensible, good-natured, in¬ 
telligent fellow, and well-bred enougli, though 
showing marks of country breeding. 

But my pacific intentions received a sudden 
check. Blslng from my side when our con¬ 
versation was over, he said: 

“ Come, Myra, lot’s have a little walk. See 
how the moon shines. I haven’t had a walk 
with you for a long time.” Evidently he 
meant war. 

lie spoke in a tone so positive that there 
was no chance for refusal, even if slie had 
wished to refuse. Slie got up in some om- 
barrassment, and on going out, pretended to 
have dropped something, that she might 
have a chance to turn and give me a glance 
whici\ seemed plainly to say, “you see I can’t 
help going.” 

I felt angry and bitter, yet I could have 
latighcd at the girl’s adroitiiess. 

I will not describe tlie next week. I can¬ 
not. Tlie skill with which that jade played 
us off against c.ach other, the suppressed rage 
of Mellon, my own afiected carelessness, the 
Uneasiness of the family who saw how mat¬ 
ters stood, and yet dared not take sides. I 
w.as about the house all day while (ho other 
was out; but those long evenings were mo¬ 
nopolized as much as possible by tlic doctor; 
and besides, Myra always carried the ten 
o’clock luncheon out to the field. 

There is nothing like jealousy to make a 
man think himself in love, or perhaps to 
make him in love in earnest. And really, be¬ 
fore the week was out, I was In quite a 
spooney condition; not so much that 1 was, 
or believed myself to be in love with Myra, 
but because I did not like to bo beaten. 
There was a Httle, or a good deal, of liking 
for her, too. I got so fierce and nervous that 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



I coiilil scarcely sleep or cat. I was enraged 
that I should have gone into the woods to be 
twisted about the finger of a butter-making 
country girl, and rivalled by a half-educated, 
liay-inaking doctor’s clerk. But for all that 
the butter-making girl was a fine creature, 
and might make a nKignifieeiit woman; and 
1 was not sure but I was ready to take her 
for better or woi-se. And the rival might one 
day be a man not to bo sneereil at. 

So I enduicd tlic trial a week, and at tlie 
eml of it both I ami Melton were just 
wliere wo were at the beginniug, only rather 
the w'oise li)r wear. Bet not the rcadersu]>- 
j>ose that we two spooneys chased about 
after the girl. We were both too proud to do 
auytliing of the sort. She came and went 
between us, talked first tvith one, then with 
the other, and, with an allectation of simple 
friemlliness, did all the courting. 

One morning she Wi\s particularly sweet to 
me after tlio otliers had gone off haying. She 
and Melton had been out the evening before, 
walking by moonlight; and she wanted to 
make up to mo. To be sure, Tom, one of lier 
little brothers, had been with them, and Mel¬ 
ton had come in with a dissatisfied expression 
of countenance, as if he hadif t gained much; 
but I didn't like it for all that. 1 didn’t 
c’iioose that the girl n hom I was willing to 
take for a wife should go off taking moonlight 
walks with any other man, if she meant or 
exi)ectcd to be again in my good graces. So, 
when she hovered about tlio breakfast table, 
I read an old newspaper over my colfce, and 
didn’t see that she wjis there; and when she 
lUtted out into the kitchen to bring in a new 
sn])ply -of dry-toast, I knew, I took advantage 
of her absence to got up and go out to smoko 
a cigar in the porch. Then when, after she 
liad cleared the table away, she made an ex¬ 
cuse to come in and dust the sitting-room, 
and arrange the curtains of tlic window close 
to which I was sitting outside, I strolled off 
down the yard and the road to thepost-ollico. 
Of course she knew ^Yhero 1 was going, for it 
was mail-day; and when, after being gone 
nearly all the forenoon, 1 came back with my 
pockets full of the letters and papers that had 
been forwarded to me in a groat package from 
town, she looked with eager curiosity for tho 
promised photograph. They were in my 
pocket, but I said nothing, only ate my din¬ 
ner in the gayest of spirits, talking more with 
Mrs. Slocum than with Myra, then seated 
myself in the sitting-room to read at my 
leisure letter after letter. 


Myra grew more and more uneasy. I could 
see that this pile of correspondence reminded 
her that 1 hipl other interests and friends 
than there, and that perhaps she liad not the 
powcT she imagined over me, and had better 
be careful. When the men came in to supper, 
she took but little notice of Melton, and in 
the evening when I was walking up and 
down the garden, with my cigar in iny mouth, 
she actually came out and leaned over the 
gate a little way olf. 

I waited a few minutes to see if Melton 
would follow, and, since he did not, I went 
and stood by lier, looking into lier pretty 
nu>onligbted face. 

‘‘Will Mr. Melton bo angry?” I asked. 
‘‘^Viil he decline to come out for his evening 
walk while 1 am here? I will go away if you 
say so.” 

“ I’m not going to walk with him,” she 
pouted. 

“Xow don't say that yon and the young 
man have quarrelled,” I exclaimed, with the 
solicitude of a father. ” It would be such a 
pity.” 

“ I don’t know what you moan,” she said, 
angrily. “Mr. Melton is nolliing to mo, and 
I don’t want to be Joked about him.” 

She seemed so much in earnest, and looked 
so pretty and lionest, that I couldn't help 
trusting her.' 

“ Do you really say that ho is nothing to 
you, Myra?” I asked, looking intently at 
her. 

“ Of course he isn’t !*’ she said, immediately. 
“We are old acquaintances, and that is .all. 
I don't see,” pouting again, “ wliy I may not 
sjieak to peojile without having such things 
said.” 

Wo stood there an hour talking over the 
gate, and it was all I could do to keej) from 
committing myself. I wasn’t quite ready to 
do that yet. If Myra had never iuanage<l, or 
played two parts, 1 should have used no sncli 
caution; but though I .almost believed in her 
now, a lingering une.asiness m.ado mo resolve 
to wait yet a little longer, and see liow she 
would .act. But I said enough to let her see 
pretty clearly what iny feelings were, and 
that I would not consent to share her 
attentions witli any one else. 

Wo went into the house presently, but not 
before I had kissed ^lyr.a’s plump hand, and 
received fi-om it a very decided pressure. 

Tho family were all In tho great cool 
kitchen, which was our favorite resort, and 
every eye turned on us as we entered. 
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“ Mr. Arnold mid I Imvc been listening to 
t'le wliipiioonvills,” Myin saiii, at once, as 
tliougli it liad been tbe subject of our conver¬ 
sation; when in fact we not only Iiad not 
mentioned tlie bird, but I liad not lieard it. 
" Wliy didn’t yon all come out?” 

“Wo didn't liear tliem,” lier motlier said, 
helping to cover the einbariassinont. For 
Melton was looking as black as a tlnnuler- 
clond, and all the rest uneasy. 

Hut ilyra was as cool .and innoeent as a 
child, and never seemed awaio that any one 
could be ve.ved. .She talked and laugbed with 
all, even Melton, never seeming to notice his 
short answers. 

Melton looked at'her keenly, seemed to 
doubt, was at one moment on the point of 
yieliling, and the ne.vt moment steeled him¬ 
self and would not notice her .smiles. Pres¬ 
ently, before any one else started, lie wishcil 
ns all good-r.:jit, and went oil' to bed. I 
followed in a inomciit, and as I went, beard 
Mrs, .Slocum s.ay: 

“Nate is going away to-morrow or next 
day, Myr.i.” 

“ Well, it was best for bim to go,” I 
thought. And then came a misgiving. Had 
I roally.ni.adc up my tiiiiid to take tliis girl, if 
she would have me. Was it wortli while to 
give up the compaiiioiiship of a cultivated 
woman of my own class for th.at of a country 
girl, unless she li.ad that nnsoiihistieated 
honesty and pure nobleness of cbaracter 
which, I could not help thinking, Myra lacked. 

1 slejit uneasily, and woke the next morn¬ 
ing at the earliest peep of dawn, two hours 
before iny time for rising. I was just about 
dropping asleep again when I heard voices 
outside. Instantly I started up and looked 
out the window. Just underneath, standing 
at the open window of the sittiiig-rooiii, was 
Melton, his scythe over his shoulder, his dark 
hair curling under the brim of his straw hat; 
and on the window-sill wore a pair of round 
arms with a glimpse of a glossy braid ahovo 
them. I' saw it all. Wliile I slept, as she 
thouglit, Myra was making her peace witli 
her other lover. I didn’t wait to watcli or 
listen, but went to bed again. 

That niornliig Myra poured out my cotfee, 
and was as r.adiant and cliarniing as jiossible. 

“Is it true that Melton is going off?” I 
asked, carelessly. 

“ Ho thought of it,” she replied; “but I be¬ 
lieve father persuaded him to stay. Ho 
thouglit they could got along without him.” 

I said no more; but along in the forenoon 


strolled out into tlie fields. I felt tired, un¬ 
certain, harassed, and after walking about a 
wliile, oppressed by the heat, gladly betook 
myself to a place of shade. It was a clump 
of alders that grew tliiekly, and left a little 
bower utiderneatb. The sward was soft, atid 
there I laid down, with violets itnder my 
head. Just in front of me was a loail of liay, 
and on the other side of it a mossy rock 
under a tree. This liay liad been gathered 
up in the morniiig and was waiting till the 
farm horses should bo at liberty to haul it in, 
the men, meantime, mowing in another iiidd. 

I don’t know how long I i.ay there, 'i’lie 
heat overpowered me, and my sleepless night 
told on me. I must have been asleep some 
time when I was awakened by voices, and 
opening my eyes, saw Mellon and Myra 
standing .at the end of the load of hay, having 
evidently paused there in their walk. 

“ Tell me truly, Myra, are you eng.aged to 
that city fellow?” the young man was .asking, 
sternly, as I looked up. 

“ What nonsense 1’’ she exclaimed, looking 
at him with reiiro.acbfid surprise. “You 
take such silly fancies, Nate. Of course ] 
must be civil to him when he is in our 
house.” 

“.\nd haven’t you any idea of being en¬ 
gaged to Iiini ?’’ puisned the qiie.stioner, ben: 
on getting at the truth at last. 

“ Of course not!’’ she said, looking up with, 
the utmost innocence. His face brightened. 

“Tlicn you don’t care aiiytliing about 
him?” he persisted. 

“Ob.ah!” she laughed, with a toss of the 
head. “ I wont answer sucli nonsensical 
questions.” 

“ Tell me, then, if you do care about me,” 
said Melton, blushing up crimson, and seizing 
her hand. 

Myra broke from him, but with a coquettish 
glance into his face that made my blood boil, 
and laughingly ran aw.ay round the load o!' 
hay. He followed, and they were hidden 
from my sight, except that I saw underneath 
the load their feet, and that for an instant 
they were close together. I believed that li.e 
caught and kissed lier. I would have given 
thousands at that moment to h.ave known 
whether it was true. Every nerve in niy 
frame was like steel, every artery w.as as 
though filled with rushing fire. It was all 1 
could do to keep where I w.as, and not start 
up and confront that girl. 

After a little while I heard another l.augh, 
and Myra .appeared running back to the 
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Iioiiso, wliile Melton wnlked olT to the field 
again, lie turned and looked after her and I 
saw his face. It was not that of a man who 
despairs. 

I laid there tiii they were both out of sight, 
and my feelings were not to he envied. I iiad 
liked the girt. It seemed to me at that mo¬ 
ment that I had loved her. If I know that 
Melton had nut kissed tier, I should nut have 
minded so much; but I thought he iiad. 
Wliat good wouid it do me to charge her witii 
it? She would be sure to deny. In my uii- 
eertainty and rage I cursed that great stupid 
load of h.ay for being there. I coiiid have 
torn it in pieces. It was of no use for mo to 
think that the girl’s duplicity was piaiii 
enough without any further proof. Wiiat 
man would not bo wild to know if the giri ho 
loved had given anotiier such a proof of 
affection. 

I went oif for a long walk in the woods, 
and wiien, at an hour past dinner-time, I 
went back to the farmiiouse, my mind was 
made up, my iieart as free from my iovo for 
Jliss Myra Sfucum as if I had never seen iier. 

“I’m so sorry I give you the trouble of 
k( c-iiing my dinner for me,’’ I said, ple.asantly, 
to lier. 

SIio had iooked a little uneasy and embar¬ 
rassed at first, but brlglitoued wlien I smiled, 
and assured mo that it was no trouble at all. 

Mrs. Slocum came in with lier beaming, 
molliurly face, and said they were afraid they 
iiad lost mo. 

“ I wont for my last stroll in tiro woods,” I 
said. “ I have iiad letters from town, and find 
that I must go back. I shall start to-morrow.” 

JIrs. Slocum cast a quick glance at Myra, 
who colored violently; then began to say 
how sorry they would bo. 

I cordially expressed my own regret at 
leaving siicli kind friends, and my gratitude 
for all they had done for me. 

Myra flung out of tlie room, angry, yet half 
ready to cry. I didn’t care. If she w.as sorry 
for losing an admirer, she could feel no great 
pain at heart. She would console Iiorself 
with Melton, and lie would make her a good 
husband. Perhaps she would make him a 
good wife after she was sobered down a little. 

She didn’ti,mcan tiiat I should think she 
cared, and perliajis, hoped still to pique me 
into some show of jealousy; for she never 
noticed me, but was all smiles and honey to 
Melton that night. Still, I could see that she 
w.as ratlier pale, and that she kept In sight of 
me the avliole evening. 


The next morning I look leave of the men 
early, for I was to start at eight o’clock. 

“I wish you all happiness,” I wlilspered, 
witli a laugh, as I shook hands witli Melton. 

He frowned sliglitly. I could see that lie 
was not yet sure, and that he also had seen 
the drill of Myna’s attentions the evening be¬ 
fore. Slie was very liaughty with mo that 
morning, and scarcely looked at me, though 
she gave me the opportunity to speak alone 
with her, if I chose. I did not choose. I 
passed by tlio door of the sitting-room, avliero 
she sat alone, and went into the kitclion 
wiiero Ml'S. Slociim and tiic children were. I 
had some little gift for each one, and when I 
had presented them, asked for Myra. 

“ I promised her some photogr.aphs,” I said. 
“And I have them hero, if she still w ishes for 
them.” 

One of the children went and brought her. 
She looked at me disdainfully. 

“ Perhaps you wont care about them,” I 
s.aid, smilingly. “If you do not, then please 
give them back to me.” 

She took tlieiii, and at the first glance her 
face redilened violently, and tears of niorlifl- 
catioii and regret rushed into h'er eyes. 

“It isn’t youl” she exclaimed. “Tour 
name isn’t Theodore I” 

“ I am 'riieodoi'c Arnold,” Isaid, laughingly, 
“and very much flattered that my stories 
suit you.” 

I turned then to talk to the others, and tried 
to draw sttcntinii from the girl, whom I pitied. 
She was completely and bitterly humiliated. 
Here was tlio hero whom she had worslilpped, 
and yet luiknow'ingly slighted and deceived. 

I dare say no heroine of story who has in¬ 
sulted a fairy in disguise ever felt more 
severely punished than did this simple coun¬ 
try girl wlicii she found out that she Iiad lost 
an aiitlinr. She made one desperate eflbrt as 
I went out when tlio stage came for mo. 

“Mr. Arnold, are you angiy with me?” 
she said, pleadingly. 

“Not .at all, my dear!” I said, lightly. “I 
have no reason to he. You iiave merely 
amused yourself. I wish you all tlie happi¬ 
ness in the world.” So saying, I raised my 
hat, got Into the w’agon, and was driven oil’. 

And yet my heart w.as pained. At that last 
moment, and at sight of her penitence, if I Iiad 
but been sure that Melton hadn’t kissed her 
the day before, I would have forgiven her, and 
asked the right to kiss her myself. But— 

And so, over since, I have Iiatcd the sight 
of a load of hay. 
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WHY OUR WEDDING WAS POSTPONED. 

BY N. P. DAItLlHO. 


“ How aio you, AUllof?” 

“ Why, Thornliook, how do you do ?” and 
my old friend gr.isiied mo by tho liaud. 
“You’io looking finely, my boy. City life 
agrees with you, for a wonder.” 

“ Yes,” said I; “ but, my dear fellow, wlieu 
did yon come in ?” 

“Tills iiioriiiiig, on tlio boat.” 

“And you were coining to see mo ?” 

“Well, yes, if I could find time. I came in 
on business, you know, and tliat must bo at¬ 
tended to first. Wliero can I see you this 
evening?” 

“At No. ‘IS M- street. I’m boarding 

tlioro. Bang-up place, my boy, but I sliall 
stop tliore only for a sliorttime longer—going 
to run an cstabiislimont of my own.” 

“ Wliat! you aint going to—” 

“Marry? Well, I am. I’ve found the 
woman at last.” 

“ Going to bo inarriod 1” 

“Yes. I’ve bouglit a Iiouse, and it’s all 
furnislicil, and ovorytliiiig in readiness. 
Clarlbel selected tlio furniture. You sliall 
see lier to-niglit, so don’t fail to come. We’ll 
crack a bottle of wine togetlier, and talk over 
old times. By tlio way, tliat’s a splendid 
diamond ring, Altliof. If I am not too in¬ 
quisitive, whoi-o did you got it?” 


“O, I’ll toll you about that to-night. I 
bought it, but not in the regular way. It’s a 
very valuable ring, but it isn’t worth quite 
wliat it cost me.” 

“ I’ve seen a ring very inucli like that.” 

“ Ilavo you, tliougli ? Indeed 1 Porliaps it 
was tlio very same. But never mind. I’ll tell 
you all .about it to-night, and in return you 
will introduce mo to tlio lovely Claribel, for 
I suppose she is lovely, at le.ast, in your 
eyes.” 

“ You shall judge for yourself, Altliof. She 
is one 

-“ ‘ whom to call 

Pretty, were but to give a feeble notion 
Of many charms, in her as natural 
As sweetness to tlio flower, or salt to ocean.’ ” 

“Iiuloed! Well, good-day, Tlioriiliock. 
Don’t forgot that I’m coining to see yon to- 
night, and so take your lady-love to tlio 
theatre, instead of riinaiiiing at home to en¬ 
tertain your friend.” 

“ Never fear tliat. Good-morning;” and 
Altliof hastened down Broadway, wliile I 
strolled leisurely towards liomo. 

Perliaps I may as well mention here, that 
I liavo tlio misfortune to bo quite wealtliy. I 
was once a very ambitious young man. It 
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was my intention, if possible, to make the 
name of Tbornhock famous, but unfortunate¬ 
ly for my good resolutions, my uncle, Timothy 
Kosh, died, and by ids last will and testament 
I was made sole heir to his vast property. 
That smothered all my ambition. I had 
wealth, and it seemed to me that it was my 
duty to enjoy it. 

Up to this tlmo I had resided in P-, my 

native place, but after coming into my 
proirerty, I thought that a wititer in New 
York was Just what my system required, and 
I packed up accordingly, and departed for 
Gotham. 

It was at the fashion.ablo bo.ardiug-honso, 
presided over by the affable Madame Do 
Lizma, that 1 first saw Miss Claribcl Glavcr- 
neck. She was an orphan, and supported 
herself by her pen, she informed me. Slie 
said sho was the author of that deeply inter¬ 
esting novel, entitled, “Viola; or Sixteen 
times Divorced. A Tale of Chic.ago,” 

I never saw tiio work. It was sufliclent for 
me to see tlio autiioress. Knowing tliat slio 
was' an orplian, I could but pity her, and 
knowing my pity, siie could but lovo me in 
return. 

I escorted lier to the theatre, and to tho 
opera, and wo rodo together in tho Central 
Park. I bought me a span of splendid horses, 
especially for tliat purpose, because I know 
that Clarlbol was fond of riding. And slio 
could drive, too, and liked to make a sensa¬ 
tion, while holding tlic ribbons, by indulging 
in some ratlier fast driving. 

I must ooufess tliat I was rather proud of 
her, and I fancied tliat tlio young men of my 
acquaintance envied mo exccodlngly. Such 
a really slylisli woman could hardly be found 
in tlio whole city, as Miss Claribcl Glaver- 
nock. 

One of my acquaintances insinuated that 
she cared more for roy money than she did 
for me, but what eared I for such liisluua- 
tioiis? Tho iioor follow was only envious, of 
course, and upon my honor I couldn’t blame 
him. 

Beforo I had known her a month, I w.as 
sure tliat she loved me. Every glance ofdier 
be.autifiil eyes, every action told mo so, Ah! 
what exquisite bliss it is to feel that we are 
beloved by a beautiful woman! Tliere’s 
notlilng like it, I assure you. 

I remember ono night—ahl shall I ever 
forget that night? Methinks not—wo had 
been to a concert, and before retiring to our 
rooms, wo went into the public parlor. No 


one was there—we wero alone. I had given 
her several strong hints before that time, ro- 
gardlug tlio state of my heart, but now, this 
night, I had determined to tell her all. 

Sho seated herself upon tho sofa and I 
placed myself beside her, and for several min¬ 
utes, “ tho beating of our own hearts was all 
the sound wo heard,” This growing rather 
monotonous, I broke tho silcnco with my own 
dulcet-toned voice. 

“ Clarlbol,” said I, taking her little hand In 
mine, “ Clarlhel, there is one thing that I can 
no longer conceal from thee, and that is my 
love. Perhaps you have suspected tliat I 
loved you, long ere this. I hope you have, 
for othorwlso the shock to such a delicate 
organization as yours must bo terrible, If 
you feel like fainting—if you experience a 
sensation of weakness in your spinal cohtnm, 
as though tho marrow had all run out, Just 
say so, and I will coiitiimo my story hi the 
Now York Ledg—excuse mo, ray dear, I am 
rather llustrated—I mean to say, that I will 
finish my declaration to-morrow morning if—” 

“ Go on, go on,” sho murmured. 

“I will, my darling, I will. I have told 
thco of my loro, O, canst thou, dost thou 
return it? TVilt thou ho mine?” 

She raised her glorious eyes to my face. 

“How hoantiful sho looked! ■ her coiiseioiis 
heart 

Glowed in her cheek.” 

I was almost sure of her answer before, but 
I had the blessed certainty now. IViili a 
convulsivo sob slio buried her face in iny 
bosom, and clasping Iior white arms around 
my neck, sho answered in a voice between a 
chuckle and a sob: 

“ O Alexander, how have I longed for this 
hour! I do lovo yon, and I will bo tblno," 

“My love, give mo tby lips.” 

We kissed—a lingering “sweetness long 
drawn out” was tlmt first sweet kiss of lovo; 
.and wtille our lips met, I slipped upon lier 
finger the betrothal ring. 

Lot us drop the curtain. Wlien that scone 
comes up before iny mind’s eye, I—well I lose 
all control of myself. Let ns hurry on. I 
don’t feel .at all well, I assure you. “ John, 
wet a napkin and hind It around iny head. 
There, that will do;” and now wo will return 
to iny friend Althof. 

It was about eight o’clock in tho evening 
when he arrived. 

“ Take a chair, my dear fellow, and help 
yourself to a cigar.” 
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I don’t know wliethor I have told you that 
Althof and I were schoohnalcs? Well, we 
wore, and the friendship that we conceived 
for each other in our youth had never been 
allowed to grow cold. 

And so wo sat there in niy parlor, smoking 
and chatting In a free and easy fashion, 
Althof telling mo all the latest news from 

P-, who was married and who was soon 

to he, who was dead and who was III, and in 
fact anything and every tiling that he thought 
migiit possibly interest me. 

■ “And now about the ring,” said I, when 
Althof declared that he had told me all there 
was to tell. 

“O yes, the ring, to bo sure. I had quite 
forgotten that. I wish I could llnd the owner 
of it.” 

“ Whatl you told mo you bought it.” 

“ O yes, 1 paid for it, Tliornliock, but 1 
wasn’t intending to purchase diamonds when 
I got this.” 

“E.vplaiu youraelf, man. What do you 
moan by your did and your didn’t?” 

“ Well, keep cool, my boy, mid I’ll toll you 
all about It, although I’ve never told the story 
before, and I wouldn’t now except to a 
patUcular friend. 

“ Perliaps you didn’t know tliat I was in 
town about a fortnight ago?” continued 
Althof, lighting a fresh cigar. 

“ No, of course not.” 

“I meant to drop in and see you, but I’d 
forgotten both tlie street and number, and so, 
as I couldn’t call on you, I concluded to visit 
the theatre and pass the evening there. 

“ I went to Niblo’s, and got a seat in tlio 
parquet, with an ancient looking female, who 
had evidently loved and lost a man, wliilo slio 
w.as in the bloom of her youth—for I am posi¬ 
tively sure she hod never been married—sat 
on my left hand side, wliilo for a pleasing 
contrast, a magnificent young lady, dressed 
in the very height of the fashion, sat next 
me on the right. 

“ I imagined myself the personification of 
autumn (my gorgeous red liair answering for 
tile ‘ glowing tints ’ of tliat most poetic season, 
you know), with the glorious summer on one 
side, and a bitter cold winter on the other. I 
believe this to be the most poetic fancy that 
over flashed across this brain of mine, Thorn- 
hock, and therefore I consider it worthy of 
mention.” 

“Yes, yes, very good. Go on.” 

“ O, don’t bo impatient, my dear follow. I 
am going to tell you all about the affair, if 


you’ll' only give mo a chance, although I 
declare, to begin with, that I’d rather not.” 

“ Well, I wont interrupt you again.” 

“Don’t then, lest like Cosarlo in Don 
Quixote, I go mad,” said he, tapping the ashes 
from his cigar. 

“As I said before, the young lady on my 
right was a magnificent looking creature. If 
you will allow mo to quote from Tom Moore, 
she seemed 

“ ‘As one, who knew her intlnonoo o’et 
All creatures, whatsoe’er tliey were;’ 

and when she turned her dark eyes on me, 
upon my honor, Tliornhock, I felt a thrill 
through every nerve. 

“I am not a ladies’man, .as you know. I 
admire the sox, of course, as what reasonable 
man docs not, but I never possessed the 
power, or the inclination, to make myself ex¬ 
tremely agreeable to them. I never courted 
a woman in my life, and until that night at 
the theatre, I don’t know that I ever saw the 
woman whom I was extraordinarily desirous 
to call mine own. 

“ The young lady was accompanied by an 
old gentleman, who sat behind a large hooked 
nose, that resomblDd a parrot’s bill, and who 
peered out at you through a p.air of the 
blackest and most villauous looking. eyes 
that I think were over turned upon my face, 
whonvl took to be her father, and I know I 
wondered at the time, how it could be possi¬ 
ble that such a demoni.acnl looking old sinner 
cottld be the father of such a beautiful 
woraiui. 

“ Well, I kept one eye on the young lady 
and the other on the play, giving an occa-. 
sional glance at the old gentleman’s nose, to 
satisfy myself that ho wasn’t preparing to 
liook me up, and carry me olf to the .abode of 
the demons. 

“Meantime I found that the old gentleman 
was keeping his ‘evil eye’ on me, though 
what he found to interest him in my very un¬ 
interesting face was more than I could 
imagine. I was very sure I had never seen 
him before, though it was possible that he 
thought, mlue a familiar countenance, and 
was trying to remember where he had seen 
it. Bo this 08 it might, I became so exceed¬ 
ingly nervous under his steady gaze, that if 
the first act bad been ten minutes longer, I 
should have been obliged to leave tlio theatre. 

“But the curt.aln fell, the old gentleman 
whispered something to the young hady, then 
arose and went out, and I breathed free again. 
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“ ‘ Will you allow mo to look at your pro- 
grammof I salil, turning to tbo young 
lady. 

“ Slio handed it to me, and as our fingers 
met, a tear fell from her dark eyes, and 
splashed upon the paper. 

“I’m the most tender-hearted fellow in the 
world, where there’s a woman oouoernod| 
and a woman In tears is a sight that I never 
could look upon unmoved, and especially 
such a woman as tills. 

“ ‘ Tjovcly and gentle, and distressed— 

'These clianns might tamo the fiercest breast,’ 

and mine isn’t one of the fiercest by any 
means. 

“I wanted to inquire into tlio cause of lior 
sorrow, and I would liave been glad to iiave 
said something to lier of a sootliing nature, 
hut I couldn’t tliink of anything to say. My 
feelings were overcoming me very fast. I 
tried to re.ad tlie programme, hut a mist came 
before my eyes, and jumbled the letters all 
togetlier in one confused mass. Tlien I 
looked up at tlie young lady, and at tliat mo¬ 
ment anotlier tear dropped from the end of 
that Grecian nose, and inundated lier rosy 
tlininb nail. Tills was too inucli. I could 
restrain myself no longer, and so I spoke. 

“‘0, wliy that tear?’ I asked, in a wliisper. 

“Yon will notice, Tliornliock, that this 
question wasn’t original with ino. I liad 
read it soinewlierc before. Besides, I don’t 
generally express myself in that style in ordi¬ 
nary conversation. 

“ ‘ 0, wliy tliat tear ?’ 

“ ‘ 0, do not ask mo. I—I—cannot tell 
yon. I’m very—I’m very unhapiiy—liusli! 
he’s coming,’ she wliispcred, seemingly very 
much .agitated. 

‘“Coming? Ifyonme.an yoitrfather—’ 

“ ‘Alas! lie is not my father.’ 

“‘Not your father 1’ 

“ ‘ No, no, thank Heaven for that; but I 
am—I am in liis power I 

“‘Darn it!’ said I, ‘ that’s too bad,’forget¬ 
ting in my sympatliy for tlie young lady, 
the inelegance of my expression; hut she 
didn’t appe.ar to notice it. ‘ But can’t I help 
you, my dear young lady?’ I asked. 

“‘0, if I could only trust you!’ she mttr- 
mnred, looking up into my face through her 
tears. 

“‘0, if you only would!’ I answered. ‘I 
fool that I could go tlirougli fire and water to 
serve you, my dear young lady.’ 

“‘But ’tis useless. There Is no hope for 


me. You cannot help me. I am in his 
power. Hush! ho comes.’ 

“ Well, he did come tills time, sure enough, 
and so I straightened myself back in the 
seat, and the young l.ady dried her tears, and 
if the hooked-nosed gentleman suspected 
anything, ho didn’t let his suspicions appear 
in the expression of his face. On tlie con¬ 
trary, lie looked quite cheerful, as though the 
spiritual comfort that ho had probably just 
been imbibing, had proved a comforter 
indeed. 

“Ah, little did ho suspect, that, concealed 
In the folds of the young l.ady’s dress lay her 
own white hand, clasped in tlie broad palm 
of your friend Ned Altliof. 

“ Until the curtain went down on the last 
act, wo remained joined togetlier, palm to 
palm. Slio felt that she had my sympathy, 
I’m sure, and tliat might have been worth 
sometliing, oven if I could render , her no 
material aid, or at least I thouglit so. 

“ Tlie old gentleman went out into the aisle 
first, the young lady followed, and I came 
close behind her. Site lingered a moment 
and her companion pressed on into the 
crowd. 

“‘Now tell mo,’ I whispered, ‘toll mo 
quickly, 0, cannot I liolp you in some w.iy ? 
If you are in his power, tell mo how. Has ho 
any claim upon yon? Wliat right—’ 

“ ‘ lie is my linsband,’ slie whispered, in a 
sniclicring voice. 

‘“ Husband I Tliod-11’ 

“.She sprang forward and caught the 
hoolced-noscd gcntloinan’s arm, turning back, 
just once, to give mo a roguish smile, before 
disappearing in the crowd.’’ 

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 Althof, you was sold indeed,’’ 
cried I. 

“Soldi Bah, I haven’t told yon all yet. 
Of course I realized in a moment that I liad 
made a confounded fool of myself. I don’t 
know why it is, Tliornliock, but I never c.au 
get the country .air out of my clothes. Every¬ 
body knows that I came from the country, 
and this fair damsel know it, I suppose, tlie 
moment she fixed lier glorious orbs upon my 
innocent looking conntonanco. 

“‘And so,’ tlionght I, as I wended my way 
back to my hotel, ‘ this young lady, being of a 
mischievous disposition, thought tliat she 
would amuse herself a little at the expense of 
a countryman.’ 

“ It didn’t trouble me a great deal, because 
I should probably never see the lady again, 
and luckily for mo, I liad no acquaintance 
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ivitU me to tell the story at home, and so I 
tfas pretty well satisfied with myself, iiot- 
witlistanding the pleasant little game that 
pad been played upon my tender feelings. 

“Some people can’t enjoy a joke at their 
own expense, hut I can. I remember that I 
was ill excelient Iiuraor when I entered my 
room at the hotel that night. ‘ If I evermeet 
that young lady again,’ said I, ‘ we’ll laugli 
over this togetlier,’ and I ess.ayed to take out 
niy wateh for tlio purpose of winding it up 
{or the night. Bicss yon, Thornhock, there 
was no watch thevol 

“ I assure you, my dear fellow, tiiat I never 
felt (piito so iniicli like a fool as I did when I 
made that very important discovery. I be- 
g.an to see tlio joA-o of tlie thing tlien, and I 
saw it much more distinctly, when, jamming 
my hand (the very hand tliat had clasped 
horsll into my pocket, I found that my 
pockct-boolc, containing nearly three hundred 
dollars had also disappeared 1 

“I couldn’t believe it at first, and I searched 
every pocket carefully, before I could be sat¬ 
isfied that I had actually boon robbed by such 
a really stylish looking woman.” 

"OAltliof, my boy,” cried I, breaking in 
upon him, “ I didn’t think yon was so verdant, 
upon my soul, I didn’t. Bnl never mind, live 
arid learn. When you’ve been in the city as 
long as I have, it wont bo so easy to tako you 
in.” 

“ Ilold I Jlist wait till I got through with 
my story. She didn’t make such a ‘soft 
thing’ out of mo, after all. In searching tho 
second time, I found in tho pocket where my 
money had been, this diamond ring, which 
must h.avo slipped from her finger wliilo she 
was drawing out my pocket-book.” 

“ O, that’s tho w.ay you hought it f” 

“ Yes. It cost me, reckoning my watch at 
eighty dollars, Just about three Imndrod be¬ 
sides, ami a jeweller who examined tho ring, 
said that tho diamonds wove worlh three 
hundred and fifty. So yon see I’m only about 
thirty dollam out of pocket, at tho worst.” 

“And so ends your story.” 

“Acs, for the presentj hut if I ever meet 
the young Lady .again, I shall olfor her tho 
ring at a slight advance on tlio cost price. 
Aiid now that I have told my story, lot mo 
hear yonrs, which must ho much more pleas¬ 
ant to relate, inasnmeh.as you have succeeded 
so iniicli hettor in your love aftairs than I 
have. And, by tlio way, when are you to be 
married ?” 

“ Our wedding is to t.ako place ne.yt week. 


But before I tell you how I won my love, 
allow me to introduco you to her. I’ll just 
stop across tho hall, and learu If she is ready 
to receive us,” said I, rising, and leaving the 
room. 

“ I rapped at Claribol’s door, and tho dear 
oreatiiro opened it. 

“ Uncle Fernando has come,” said slie, “ ai'd 
lie’s very impatient to see you.” 

SIio had told mo before, that she had an 
iiiiolo ill Baltimore, and wo Iiad been expect¬ 
ing him on for several days, and so I liiirrled 
in to see tiio old gentleman, wliom I found to 
ho a very genial sort of person, altliougli tliove 
was an expression about ids face tliat w'US 
anything but prepossessing. 

“And now, Claribel,” said I, after excliaiig- 
ing civilities with tier uncle, “ I want to inlfo- 
diico a very dear and valued friend to you. 
He’s in my parlor. Shall I bring liiui in ?” 

“ By all means, Alexander. I sliall alw.ays 
he Iiappy to receive your friends,” replied the 
dear girl. Tliiiiking of Altliof’s iiiisfortuiio, 
ami my own happiness, I was obliged to stop 
and kiss lier rosy moiitli oiico or twice before 
I could to.ar myself away; hut Uncle FovnaU' 
do didn’t seo that. Then I ran hack into my 
room. 

“Como, Fred, prepare yourself, for I’m 
about to introduce you to oiio of tlio most 
dazzliiigly beautiful women you ever helielil. 
You tliiiik I’m proud of her, I suppose. Well, 
I am, for she’s a woman to bo proud of, even 
if I do say so. Como.” 

I led tho way, and Fred followed close fit 
iny heels. I flung open Claribel’s door aiifi 
discovered lier standing in the middle of tlio 
room, looking as royally heantifiil as any 
queen tliat I ever had the good fortune to ho 
.acquainted with. 

“ Claribel,” said I, advancing with a proud 
step, “ this is—” 

“0!” screamed she, falling into Undo 
Yotnundo’s arms. 

“Bless my eyesl” ejaculated Altliof,spring¬ 
ing forward. “Hang mo if tliat isn’t the one 
that robbed me of my watch and money!” 

“ Tile game’s up,” said Fernando, dasliing 
out of tho room, and hoiiiidiiig down tlio 
stairs, and so out into tlio street. 

“O Claribel 1” I cried, “what does tills 
mean? It cannot bo so, I will not bclievo 
that you are—” 

“I’sliaw! 'riioriiliock, wlien you’ve been in 
tile city as long as I Iiavo it wont be so easy 
to tako you in,” cried Althof, repeating in)' 
own words. 
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But I did not liced him, I ran to Claribel, 
and throwing my arms around her, begged 
her to explain it all, as I felt sure that sho 
couid. 

“Do you know this ring, young lady?” 
demanded Altliof. 

“Yes,” said Claribel, releasing herself from 
my embraee, “it Is tho ono you gave me, 
Alexander.” 

“01 Fool, fool, fool I” I yelled, snatehlng 
tho ring, and stamping It under my feet. 

“And now you can do with mo as you will 
—I am in pour power,” said Claribel, 
addressing Althof. 


“ No, no, let her go,” I groaned. “ You are 
free, Claribel. Go, and never let me see your 
face again.” 

“ Then our wedding must bo postponed, I 
suppose ?” 

“ Yes, adieu.” 

Wo left tho room together, and .all that 
night I was busy packing up preparatory to 
my departure from Gotham. Althof helped 
me, and the next morning wo shook the dust 
of that city from onr feet and returned to 

P-together. And now I have told why 

our wetWnrj was postponed. 
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WIDOW HIGGINS AND HER DAUGHTERS. 

BY MAI!a.UlET VERXE. 


CHArTER I. 

THE WIDOW AT HOME. 

It w.ts Tuesday morning. It was early 
September. Tlio weather was soft, sireet 
and balmy. Widow Higgins sat witli Iier 
two daugliters in lier largo airy old sitting- 
room. Everything w.as quiet, clear and pleas¬ 
ant. The long wooden clock ticked lazily in 
the corner; the cat, large, gray and sleek, 
stretched out her paws in tlio snnsliino. The 
widow sat by tlie east window, which was 
full of plants. Opposite her, on a largo, 
patch-covered lounge, the eldest of her 
daughters, Lydia, sat tying white cotton 
fringe. She was a pleasant, kind-looking, 
dr.abbish young lady. Her hair was combed 
straight from her forcliead, and tied with gray 
ribbons .at the biick of her neck; her white 
linen collar was fastened at the throat hy a 
drab bow. She wore a dr.ab dress dotted 
with the faintest piidc. Her slippers were 
drab, and her foot wore resting on a dr.ab otr 
toman. Her eyes were gray, alas! But some¬ 
times lliey overreached themselves and grow 
as hhio as larkspur. Her face was very well, 
upon the whole; and that is enough for mo 
to say about it. 

Sealed at the widow’s right w.as her second 
daughter Jeanette, a little dumpy creature, 
witli hrown iiair and fat red cheeks. Slio 
was grasping with both hands, whiidi were 
as bi-oad as they were long, a huge woollen 
stocking, and knitting aw.ay .at the toe of it 
as though her life deiiended upon the rapidity 
of her motions. It was so fiiiuiy—lire stock¬ 
ing w.as so largo, and she w.as so little 1 To 
one experienced in such work, it would have 
seemed more possible that the stocking had 
knit her than that she liad knit the stocking. 
As she sat leaned back in the higli old-fash¬ 
ioned chair, it w.as observable that her feet 
did not reach the floor—only just the tips of 
her queer bits of bools. Tills little thing was 
a second edition of the widow herself; the 
widow in her youth—fair, hrown-eyed, red- 
lipped and buxom. She w.as done up in .a 
brown gingham, a funny, belted aflair of a 
dress, 1 Hilled from top to bottom; the skirt 
opened, displaying a petticoat as wonderful 


and rare as home-made embroidery and edg¬ 
ing could make it. 

The widow was looking pensively out of 
the window, her fat dimpled hands crossed 
upon lier lap. The widow was’in purple, for 
the reason tliat she tlioiight purple the best 
color for a widow; and that she w.as one she 
know very well. She w.as a nice, fair-looking 
woman, w.as Widow Higgins. Uimn cither 
side of her round ruddy face a little clump of 
short black curls hung. If they vierc false— 
well, that is neither hero nor there. Tliey 
were becoming to her, at any rate. As I said 
before, the widow w.as looking pensively out 
of the window. To be sure there was little 
to draw her attention in that direction, but 
still she looked. She could see the garden 
fence, and the hop-vines clambering over it, 
and she could see a flock of turkeys stalking 
about in the warm sunshine. Slie could see 
the great broad-faced snnfloweis turned to¬ 
wards the east, ami—here let me record it— 
the widow sighed. Was she thiiddngof poor 
Deacon Job sleeping under his two huiidred- 
dollar stone in the village graveyard ? Was 
she? She turned around in her chair and 
glanced at her daughters. Lydia was work¬ 
ing slowly aw.ay at her netting. Jeanette 
was knitting vigorously at the big too (don't 
misunderstand me; I’m not speaking of the 
"big too” after the manner of the world) of 
the stocking. The widow sighed again. 

“ Daughters,” she began (slie alw.ays spoke 
in this w.ay tvhen she wished to bo particu¬ 
larly impressive), “ wo are very happy hero.” 

A silence followed. Lydia raised her gray 
eyes to her mother's flice, and then divqqied 
them again. Jeanette bent her rosy cheeks 
closer down to her stocking. The old clock 
ticked steadily away in the corner. 

" Ves,” W'O are very happy liero,” repeated 
the widow, not at all put out Unit her remark 
had not elicited an answer. “And we will 
remain so,” she conliuued,solcmnly,shaking 
her head. 

“Yes, mother,” answered both girls, to¬ 
gether, Lydia with a lower drooping of the 
eyelids, Jeanette with a little Jerk of the 
short round arm. 

“ Your poor father didn’t wish you over to 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



be married, daiiglilers. Tour father didn’t 
believe much in matrimony. Neither did I, 
ttiough I can’t say as liis opinion influenced 
me a very great deal; but it’s well enough to 
think of those things seriously and well. 
Your father and I were not very happy in the 
inarried state.” 

The girls shook their heads. They remem¬ 
bered as much. 

” We must all live together all our lives,” 
said the widow, solemnly, 

“All our )i\ljs” repeated Lydia, as though 
her moilior was (lie rector reading out of the 
prayer-book’, and slic w’as responding. 

“Lives,”said Jeanette, in a thick, choked 
way. 

“And if one of us slionld break this com¬ 
pact, slie would incur tlie righteous indigna¬ 
tion of those remaining.” 

“Of those remaining,” said Iiydia, looking 
blankly dow’ii to the floor. 

“ Remaiulug,” gasped Jeanette,getting her 
nose so close to her slocking that she pricked 
it with lier knitting-needles. 

“ Yes, people are happier single,” continued 
the widow. “Think of the cares that will 
come upon you if you many, girls. A mar¬ 
ried llfoisono of drudgery; but your father 
and I weic never maile for each other, de¬ 
pend upon that. Think of the work a farm¬ 
er’s wife has upon her liaiids; there are cows 
to fceil and pigs to milk— 

Tlie widow paused. Slie had said something 
wrong, tliough she couldn’t loll what. 

“Do you mean pigs to milk, mother?” 
asked Jeanette, gravely, turning her face 
au'ay. 

“ No, no, of course not. There are cows 
to milk, and pigs to feed; there arc chickens 
to turn, and cheosc.s—” 

Tlie widow paused again. 

“Is it clieeses to turn?” Jeanette asked, 
stooping down to pick up her ball of yarn, 
which slie had suddenly dropped. 

“Yes, yes; wlmt was 1 thinking of? 
ClicesoH to turn and cliickens to look after; 
preserves and pickles to he made; apples to 
he Uilleil and poultry to be dried. And Uien 
the clillihcn, dear me! the children must be 
cut up for tlio winter, and a cartload of 
pumpkins carried through the cooping- 
hougli—” The widow stopped. 

“Hooping*cougli,” suggested Lydia, her 
eyes getting very blue umlor her sober lashes. 

“ Y^es, O yes, I see. Where was I ? Hoop¬ 
ing-cough, mumps cankor-rasli, measles and 
picken-chox. What did I say, Jeanette?” 


“You said plckcn-chox,'' was the stifled 
answer. 

“Did I? why, I don’t see what ails mo. I 
meant chicken-pox. Y^es, to be carried 
through all these I” 

“A cartload of pumpkins, mother?” Lydia 
asked, looking up. 

“ No, I didn’t say that,” the Avidow .an¬ 
swered, a little curtly, growing rpute red in 
tlie face. 

“If you did not, then I was mistaken, lliat’s 
all.” 

The widow smiled. She thought it very 
likely. Hut she had warmed witli her sub¬ 
ject, absent-minded thougli she was. So slie 
began .again. 

“ Tlicn where there is a large family of 
children, it is no small task to kcc]) them 
Avcll and comfortably clothed. I'A’cry fall 
they must he fitted out for the wiuler. Webs 
of cloth h.avc to be made up, and Elder Lang 
is kept running—” 

“ mother!” iiiterrupted the girls,” 

starting up. 

“ For Lord’s sake alive, wluU ilhl I say?” 
asked tlie widow, her eyes growing largo Avith 
fear. 

“Why, yon said something about Elder 
Lang,” Jeanette answered, langliing in a sly 
Avay. 

“I — did! I didn’t mc.'in to,” said the 
Avidow, jumping nji and walking directly over 
the cat in her confusion. “ There, I’ve killed 
that cat—poorkitty! Y’ou might’ve kept out 
of my way then,” she added, spitefully. “A 
good cat never gets under foot.” 

The widow Avent the whole length of the 
long sitting-room, and paused before Deacon 
Job’s portrait, folding, as she did so, her lit¬ 
tle pull-balls of li.ands. And noAA*, Avh.at was 
the Avldow tliinking of? Not of the slilT 
pnritanic.il face before licr, Avilli tliat strange 
expression In her eyes and about her month ? 
No, that couldn’t he it. Of thieo years be¬ 
fore, when the pall Avas spread in her home; 
when there av.is a solemn gathering, and six 
stout sIoAv-p.iced men carried the quiet dead 
front the house ? No, no. Let the Avidow’s 
thoughts alone. Slie is going to speak. 

“Daughters (Impressive .igalii), I’m going 
aw.iy from home for a little while, and I want 
you to remember Avhat I have said to you.” 

“ Going aAV.iy from home, mother?” .isked 
Jeanette, clutching at licr stocking with all 
ton of her short fat fingers. 

“ Yes, to be gone—Avell, I can’t tell exactly 
how long. I shall go in the stage. I am 
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to go,” sho \\\ a hesitating 

way, as slio coimiienced unbuttoning tlio 
sloevo of Iier purple calico dress. 

Jenny’s eyes twinkled. Lydia worked 
nervously at her netting. 

“I want you logo to bed early to-niglit,” 
site said, for all tlio world as thongli she was 
talking to two little children. “I am not 
sure wliethor I sliall be at home or not. 13o 
careful of tlio lire.” 

“ Ves, motber,*' Jenny said, clapping her 
hands joyfully, as slie disappeared through 
the door. 

A half hour passed away before li\o widow 
retiinied to the sltUng-room. During that 
period Lydia had laid aside her netting, and 
Jeanette had finished Imr kuittiug. 

“How do I look?” slie asked, smoothing 
her sliort curls down under the tabs of her 
big purple bonnet. “Tlioro (before they 
could got time to ansvver her), I wish you 
would run out to the garden, Jeanette, and 
get me some flowers. Grt a lot of the yellow 
marigolds—tlie great double ones—and mix 
them up wllh camomile and peppermint. O 
Jeanette, Jeanette! why you wait till 
I gel through telling you? Put in some 
prince’s feather and a few sprigs of lavender. 
Kcmembcr, a good lot* of the yellow mari¬ 
golds.” 

Now if there was one color in the world 
that the widow worshipped, it was yellow. 
Slie never looked at her purple bonnet but 
wbat sbo wislicil it was liiat color, or at her 
dresses or her sliawls but she thought how 
Jiuely she should look if she could exchange 
their sombre hue for tliat of her favorite. 
But it was of no use; and hero the widow 
was a martyr—in her own opinion at least. 

\Vlien she was ready for the stage, she 
made a funny odd figure to look upon. Her 
bright nuldy face, with its short curls, wjuj 
hidden away under her huge purple bonnet. 
About i>er fat broad bhoiildcrs she wore a 
black silk shawl, whicli was so largo that the 
fringe touched her lieels when she walkotl. 
In one hand she carried her bouquet, bright, 
big and yellow; in the other a tiny parasol- 
ette, but a iillle larger over than the crown 
of her bonnet. 

“Do I look well?” she asked, anxiously, 
glancing over her dumpy shoulder to catch a 
glimpse at the back of lior dress. 

“Tes, mother,” answered Lydia, rearrang¬ 
ing her dress, and tying a square bow under 
her chin. “ But where are you going, and 
when will you be back? Can’t you tell us?” 


“ O, I’m going away on business. I shall 
be back as soon as I can. Take good care of 
everything. Jenny, is tliat the stage?” 

The widow spoke huiTiedly. The girls 
looked at each other silently. Lydia’s eyes 
turned blue several times, and Jeanette held 
lier hands over her month as if to keep back 
something that she wanted to say. But the 
stage was ofT at last, carrying the widow, bou¬ 
quet, bonnet and all. And there was a 
mystery 1 


CIIAPTEU II. 

TIIK WIDOAV XOT AT IIOilK. 

As I said in chapter first, the girls, Lydia 
and Jeanette, looked at caclr other silently. 
Were they trying to read each other’s 
thoughts? Perhaps so. But on either side 
it was a useless task. Lydia’s face was grave 
and unreadable; Jeanette’s areli and bright, 
with a thousand ideas .sparkling across It. 

Well, the coach rumbled away in the dis¬ 
tance; Lydia went slowly and thoughtfully 
to lier chamber; Jeanette waited until sbo 
heard her sister ascend the stairs, then made 
the circuit of the room, listening attentively 
the while. When the duor was closed, and 
she could hear Iiydia walking about over¬ 
head, she started directly for the cellar. 

It is very queer, I know, to make a heroine 
of a glutton, but nevei tholess, 1 must confess 
to it, Jeanette entered the collar for the solo 
purpose of eating. By Iicr size and peculiar 
make-up, the reader ^Ylll not judge that slio 
had ever been kept upon a half allowance, 
and so famished by hunger, flew to the larder 
the moment her mother was away. With all 
the common eatables of life Miss Jcancltc 
w.as most plentifully supplied, yet .she could 
not, every day, get a chance at tlie careful 
widow’s jars of prcsv'vves or rave vicli cake. 
Bui, at this particular period of which I 
write, Sirs. Higgins had, in her flurry and ex¬ 
citement, loft the key of paradise (so Miss 
Jeanette tliought it) behind her. 

Is it pleasant to see a pretty girl cat? 
Witii spooji in hand, the fat rosy-clicekcd 
Jeanette paused atoach and every jar of pre¬ 
serves and jelly in the Iillle private cellar. 
.Spoonful after spoonful of .sweets disappeared 
W'ithin her red moutli witli a rapidity almost 
frightful to behold. Slie showed no partiality; 
peach, quince, cherry, plum, currant and berry 
preserve were all the same to her; each swal¬ 
lowed In the same rapid greedy way. While 
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she was in the midst of tills stolen treat, a 
soft catlike tread sounded upon the stairs. 
Tlio girl glanced up. 

“ O Jim 1” she exclaimed, starting. “How 
you frightened mo 1" 

This exclamation was addressed to an ur- 
ehin of some ten summers, who was crawling 
stealthily down the stairs, his face aglow with 
mischief. I may as well say here, as any¬ 
where, that this strange specimen of young 
America had been kindly taken from the 
poorliouse by the widow, and hound over to 
lior mercies until ho should arrive at the in¬ 
teresting ago of twenty-one years. A more 
wild, mischievous, or contradictory little fel¬ 
low never teased or tormented three lone 
women. 

“I want some sweets,” he said, jerking 
his little round head about in this way and 
that as ho slid across tlio collar towards 
Jeanette. 

“And you’ll not get them if you do 1” was 
the retort. 

“Tlicn I’ll tell.” 

“Well, tell then.” 

As she said this, Jim held up something in 
his hand in the shape of a note, and danced 
aw.ay from her. 

“ What’s that? Where did you get it? Lot 
mo see it, Jim, please!” she exclaimed, going 
eagerly towards him. “ I’ll give you all tlie 
jelly and preserves that you can eat.” 

“.Sartin?” s.aid the boy, inquiringly. 

“ Tes, only give it to me.” 

“Let mo eat first, then. Give mo the 
spoon.” 

“No, Jim, let me read while you eat.” 

But Jim was not to bo managed in this 
w.ay. Making his treasure fast in his pocket 
with one hand, ho grasped tlie spoon with 
the other. 

“Now give it to me, Jim,” she pleaded, 
holding out her hand coaxlngly towards 
him. 

“Bime-by,” answered Jim, in a choked 
voice, a peach-stone lodging in his throat as 
ho spoke. “ Ba—rr-“Chok—” 

The boy grew black in the face. Jeanette 
sprang towards him and caught him up by 
tile heels. She was so short that his nose 
touched the cellar bottom as she shook him 
up and down. At this interesting period a 
note dropped from his pocket. 

“Goodl” e.xclaimed Jeanette, dropping 
Jim to recover as host ho cotdd, and grasping 
tlio note eagerly. Unfolding the sheet of 
gilt note-paper, the read as follows: 


“Dkaii WAi.TKn,~-Mother is awhy onco 
more. I can see you to-night. Let us walk 
together by the old turnpike at eiglit o’clock. 
I will not fail to bo there. Lydia.” 

Jeanette held up her plump hands for a 
moment in silent amazement, before she 
turned to Jim, who, by the way, had quite 
recovered his breath, and was working away 
at the peaches again. 

“When did slie give you this, Jim?” she 
asked, in a quick whisper. 

“She! shel I hope you don’t call Bill 
Lennox a she!” e.xclaimed the-boy, holding 
up his head for a moment .above the high 
stone jar. 

“ Don’t speak so loud. I’ll put you into the 
preserve pot, head over heels, if yon don’t 
keep quiet. When did she give you this, and 
what has Bill Lennox to do about it?” 

“ Why, didn’t he give it to mo to give to 
you, I’d like ter know ?” 

“ What, with Lydi.a’s name signed to it?” 

The boy dropped his spoon, gave a little 
sharp ery, and sprang forward. 

“Byjingoes, you’ve got the wrong one!” 
he said, pulling a soiled and crumpled piece 
of paper out of his pocket. “ Now give me 
t’otlier one.” 

“ Wait.” 

“ I wont wait. If you don’t give mo that 
I’ll carry this up stairs to Liddy,” ho said, 
elasping his hard hand tightly about the p.a- 
per, and pushing firmly along. 

Now Jim Ilall, the bound boy, liad a real 
true sense of honor in his little hard lieai t— 
a trust he never betrayed. The widow's se¬ 
crets and Jeanette’s secrets were all perfectly 
safe witli him. Allliougli he had lost ground 
in one w.ay, in this case, ho h.ad g.ained it in 
another. 

“Don’t, don’t c.arry that up stairs, Jim!” 
exclaimed Jeanette, catchljig him by the 
skirts of his blue woollen frock. 

“Then give me the other 1” 

Jeanette laid the note in his hand. As she 
did so he started forward. 

“Give momynote, Jim,forhe.aven’s sakel” 
she said, in a supplicating whisper. 

“ Wont you ever tell of Liddy?” 

“Never, never, Jim!” 

“Never, sartin? Never so long .as you 
live?” 

“ Never so long as I live 1” she repeated 
after him, reacliingont her hand e.agcrly. 

“ 0, I’m afraid you will 1” said the boy, tan- 
talizingly, drawing tbe note back. “I like 
Liddy best,” ho continued, his face growing 
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provolchigly mischievous. “I guess I’ll not 
give it to you, nml tlien you’ll be sure not to 
tell,” he s.iul, edging his way slowly up the 
stairs. 

“0 don’t, Jim, don’ll” cried Jeanette. 
“I’ll send a tliousand big-eyed ghosts after 
you. I’ll lock you up in the cellar, and Bill 
Lennox shall give you a thrashing I” 

“A—a—li, but he can’t catcli me,” said the 
boy, planting both fists firmly into ids pock¬ 
ets, and twisting ids liead upon one side. 

“ I’ll help Idni, if I live I will; and I’ll tell 
raotlier wliat you’ve been up to. You wait 
and see if I don’t.” 

Tlie boy looked knowingly down upon lier 
from his percli upon the upper stair. Slio 
could gain notldng by tlireatening Idin, so 
siie commenced pleading .again. 

“Please give it to mo, Jim; I want it so 
very mncli! If you will. I’ll buy you a foot¬ 
ball when I go to the village.” 

“ 0, but I don’t want any footb.all, ’cause 
I've got one.” 

“ I’ll buy you a sled, then, for winter—a 
real bright nice one.” 

“ Yoiir mother wont letyou,” was the wary 
answer. 

“ Yes slie will; I know she will. Don’t 
bother me, Jim. I can licar some one com¬ 
ing. Give tlie note to me, quiclc!” 

Jim listened. He could hear Lydia moving 
about up stairs. 

“ It's only Liddy,” he said, as coolly as ever. 
“ I guess I wont liiirry.” 

“ Keep it tlien, you iniscrablc, good-for- 
nothing little monkey!” oxcl.aimed Jeanette, 
springing up tlie stairs. “ I Icnow wliere Bill 
Lennox is, and I’ll find him myself.” 

“ If you go I’ll give it to Liddy; ’s true ns 
tlie world I will.” 

Jeanette hesitated. 

“ Will you give it to me, Jim f” slie asked, 
again. 

“ Do you want it bad?” inquired tlie boy, 
diving ills liand down deeper tliau ever into 
his pocket. 

Slie started forward indignantly. 

“ Hero, talio this old piece of paper,” said 
Jim, tlu-owlng tlie note after her, and \v.alk- 
iiig away. “ I don’t want it.” 

Jeanette caugiit up the little missive and 
tore it open. It ran in this way: 

“DAnr.iX'O JEAKETTK,—I saw' your niotli- 
er in tlie co.ach about twenty niinutcs .ago. 
If she remains away from lioine over niglit, 
will it not be possible for us to meet tliis 
evening? William.” 


Jeanette Iield tlie note to lier lips for a 
moment, and tlien liid it in lier bosom. 

“ I’ve just as iiiiich riglit to break my prom¬ 
ise to luotlier, as Lydia lias,” she said to lier- 
self, as slie wont to lier room. “Lydia is 
older tliaii I am, too,” slie speculated, by way 
of easing her conscience. “I don’t care; I 
don’t believe in being sliiit up forever in this 
old liouse, and growing to be a poor wrin¬ 
kled old maid!” 

Poor, indeed I little, fat, dumpy Jeanette 
Higgins I You would Iiavo done well to 
glance at your mirror just tlieiil An old 
maid you niiglit have been, porliaps, but poor 
—never! 

“At any rate, I will see liim,” slie went on, 
t.aking a slieet of paper from lier writing- 
desk. “ Lydia is going away at eiglit o’clock 
—I sliall be alone in tlie liouse—little Jim 
will be ill bed; everytliing seems to favor us. 
If it wasn’t right for us to see each other, 
circumstances wouldn’t bring about our 
niecting so easily.” 

After this, Jeanette wrote: 

“Deak William,— Como .and see meat 
fifteen minutes past eiglit this evening. I 
shall be alone, waiting to receive you. 

“Tlilnoown, Je.vxette.” 

With this brief and comprchonslve note 
little Jim Hall was duly despatched to Jean¬ 
ette’s lover, having exacted a promise first, 
that the sled and football, wliich she unfor¬ 
tunately mentioned in llie cellar, should be 
forthcoming the next time she went to the 
vill.age. 

I will pass over the long tiresome afternoon 
that followed, and not particularize ns to 
Lydia’s watcliful silence, or Jeanette’s volu¬ 
bility. The day died out at last, as all such 
days must die, and togetlier the two girls 
watched the sun sinl; away in tlie red west. 

“A beautiful sunset,” Lydia said, speaking 
for the first time for nearly an hour and a 
half. 

“ Beautiful 1” .answered Jeanette, looking 
into her sister's fiieo to see how unusually 
flushed and heated it was. 

“ Isn’t there a moon ? 0 yes—what was I 
thinking ofl” Lydia went on, asking anil an¬ 
swering the question in the same breath. 

Jeanette smiled. 

“ I believe I’ll go out a little while this 
evening,” continued Lydia, trying to appear 
cool and unconcerned. 

“Where?” Inquired Je.anette, demurely. 

Lydia hesitated. 
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“O, out to see 6oino of the neighbors. 
tVill you ho .ifr.iid (o stay alone?” 

“O no, no!” Jeanette answered, so ear¬ 
nestly that Lydia looked into lier fa^o to see 
what it ineanl. “I’m never afraid of any- 
thing, you know,” added Jeanette, by way of 
explanation, slightly eoloring, as she spoke. 
“I shouldn't luiud staying alone all night, I 
don’t Ijelieve.” 

“lint I slndl he back in good season. You 
ean leave the shed door oi)en when you go to 
bed, and I will come in that way.” 

“ Yes, blit hadn’t X Iiettcr sit up for you?” 
queried Jeanette, a lilllo slyly. 

“ JTo, no—there will bo no need of that. 
Go to bed as usual.” 

So s.aying, Jjydia turned .away and wont 
np to her room. Jeanette hid her face in 
lior wliito apron and indulged in a hearty 
silent laugh. 

“I giios.s I will go to bed as tisual, and let 
you go to skylarking oif after Walt Saunders! 
The only dilference betweeu us will bo tliat 
my beau will come to me. and you will go to 
yours!” slie said to herself. 


It was nearly eight o’clock before Lydia 
came down from her chamber, dressed for 
her walk'. Jeanette had begun to grow anx¬ 
ious and nervous in conseriuenco of her tar¬ 
diness. Her own toilet liad been made an 
hour before, and since that time slie imd 
taken her station by the great front window, 
looking c.ageiiy np and down the ro.ad. Si¬ 
lently I.ydia stole out of the door, ns tliongh 
every word she exc'. inged with lier sister 
endangered iier cherislied secret. 

At fifteen minutes p.ast eight, by the old 
clock in the corner, Jir. William Lennox, 
Jeanette’s lover, made his appearance, and 
w.as duly ushered into the .sitting-room. lie 
was nearly as short as Jeanette herself, with 
the dumpiest and queerest of bodies, and the 
fattest and idiimiiest of hands and feel. Ilis 
.face was a perfect picturo of health and mis¬ 
chief, bright, ruddy and sparkling. 

“I was so afraid you wouldn’t come!” 
Jeanette .s.aid, lo.ading him, as though ho had 
been a little boy, to a scat upon the lounge, 
.and putting up her tempting mouth for a kiss. 
’’There is such a capital time for ns to talk 
to-night. Jlotiier has gone, I.ydia has gone, 
and Jim is in hed. I’m so glad 1” 

“And your mother still talks of that 
wretched compact, doesn't she?” asked Bill, 
doing his liest to draw bis fat round face 
down to a serious length. 


“Yes,” sighed Je.anetto, making the s.anio 
attempt as had Bill, with the same success, 
“ I’m afraid she alw.ays will 1” 

“And if she does?” queried the anxious 
lover, brushing the short brown curls up 
from his forehead. 

Jeanette shook herhe.ad and pursed up her 
dainty mouth. .Very evidently the, young 
lady did not wish to give her opinion prema¬ 
turely. Bill whispered something in her ear. 
She started up with a little theatrical scream, 
and put both her plump hands over her 
bright eyes. 

“Aint you ashamed. Bill Lennox—I hope 
you don’t think I’ll do such a thing as that! 
It would be a pretty sound to go out, that I 
had run away!” 

Bill laughed. The thought did not seem 
very appalling to him. But ho wisely re¬ 
frained from mentioning the subject again. 
A silence followed. Jeanette's hands droiipcd 
from her eyes. She nestled as closely as she 
could to Bill’s side, and looked up into his 
face. Still another silence, 

“ Do you think we had better?” she asked, 
softly, under her breatli. 

It was Bill’s turn now to bn surin-iscd. 

“Bettor what?” iie asked. 

“Bun .away!” gasped Jcaneltc, as though 
it cost her a great oll'ort to spe.ak the words. 

Now, how this question ivas settled be¬ 
tween the lovers, I shall not say. It was 
settled, however, I will give that assurance, 
and after it they had a jolly laughing time of 
it together. 

At one end of the wide, long old-fashioned 
lounge, where tlicy were silting, Widow Hig¬ 
gins’s willow work-basket, jiiled high np with 
sewiqg, was stationed. At the imminent 
risk of sull'using Jeanette's cheeks with 
blushes. Bill commenced in a roguish, tc.as- 
ing w.ay to examine its contents, 1 don’t 
pretend to say tins was gen 'rmaidy upon his 
part—I don’t intend to ex-ense him for it, but 
merely to state the fact that lie did so, the 
pretty Jeanette’s protestations to the con¬ 
trary notwitlistanding. 

“ O, I’m sure I don’t lliink that it is a bit 
pretty of you. Bill,” she said, laughing in 
spite of herself, as he grasped a nightcap of 
tremendous size, widely and I'lgeniously ruf¬ 
fled, and commenced dra.ving it over his 
head. 

“Don’t I look like your irother—don’t I? 
don’t I, Jeanette?” ho excl dmed, laughing 
until the broad rullling shook up and 
down. 
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“You ought to be ashamed, Bill—you—0, 
dear, don’t!—what If anybody should come?’* 

This was said in a real earnest, pleading 
way, for the roguish fellow was at the basket 
again, and this time was drawing out a white 
flannel nightgown (the widow’s own), broad, 
capacious and long. 

“ I)o, do let me dress up in this, Jeanette I” 
he said, wresting the garment away from 
her, and going to another part of the room to 
put it on. “ There, there!” he said, trium¬ 
phantly, hopping towards her, first upon one 
foot and then upon the other. 

He did, in fact, cut a most ludicrous figure, 
with the broad frill of the cap waving about 
his laughing face, and the long dress drag¬ 
ging upon the floor behind him. Jeanette 
sank back into a clialr nearly convulsed with 
laughter. The cluck struck ten. Just then 
some one tried the front door. 

“0 Bill! Billl” cried Je.anottc; mother 
has come—she has, indeed! Lydia was com¬ 
ing in at the back door. You must hide—no 
—don’t stop, for Heaven’s sake, to unrig 
yourself—get under the lounge—quick, quick 1 
I must go up stairs to bed. She mustn’t find 
me np!” 

Willi this Jeanette pushed her lover out of 
sight under the wide patch-covered lounge, 
and ran out of the room, up to her chamber 
as fast as her feet could carry her. Undress¬ 
ing herself hastily, slic sprang into bed, and 
commenced brcatliing loud and heavily, as 
though ill the midst of a deep sleep. 

While Jeanette was endeavoring to com¬ 
pose herself, as best she could, another couple 
made their entree into the sitting-room; not 
the widow, as she had feared and expected, 
but Lydia and Iicr handsome, dignified lover, 
Walter Saunders. 

“I know this is very bold of me,” whis¬ 
pered Lydia, seating herself upon the lounge, 
and looking timidly about her. “I never 
should Iiavc bad the courage to do it, if it 
hadn’t been for you, dear Walter,” she con¬ 
tinued, resting her head fondly upon Ills arm. 

"Don’t whisper, love,” was the rejoinder, 
spoken in a bold free voice. " It is perfectly 
riglit for us to meet. Don’t try to conceal it.” 

"I know it—I know it!” protested Lydia, 
faintly; "but if mother should only find H 
out! O dear I if Jeanette should happen to 
comedown stairs! Dear, good little Jeanette! 
I know sfte wouldn’t prove false to her 
promise!” 

(Bill Lennox, under the lounge, shrugged 
his shoulders at this.) 


"Buthaven’t yoii a perfect right to break 
such a silly, nonsensical compact? I’m sure 
you have, and there isn’t any need of your 
feeling like a criminal about it, either. You 
must speak to your mother and sister plainly 
and rationally.” 

"You are right, Walter, and I’ll certainly 
do as you say, if my courage doesn’t forsake 
me. I believe 1 feel more courageous now.” 

“And if your mother should come?” quer¬ 
ied the young man. 

Lydia gasped. 

"What would you do?” 

"I’d be brave, I know I should. Dark—I 
thought I heard some one!” 

She grew very pale as she spoke, and her 
hands dropped into her lap. 

" You are notional,Lydia; you are nervous 
—there is no one—” 

A firm hand at the latch of the front door 
stopped him. 

"Mother — O, it’s mother!” whispered 
Lydia. "What can I do? Slie mustn’t see 
you to-night, certainly—wait! O Walter, 
she’s coming around the house, and the back 
door is unfastened! Get under the lounge- 
quick I I wont forget you 1” 

So saying, Lydia van noiselessly from the 
room, as her sister had done before her, and 
did not pause until slic w.as in iicr own little 
chamber. In a moment more she was un¬ 
dressed and in bed—her eyes closed and her 
hands folded, as though she had been sleep¬ 
ing for hours.. 

Lydia’s suspicions were correct; the widow 
had returned, but alas! for the remnant of 
the compact—not alone! She came cau¬ 
tiously tiptoeing ill at the back door, through 
the back hall to the sitting-room, followed by 
a spare-faced, nervous little man, who glanced 
suspiciously about him, 

"I wonder what that light was left for?” 
whispered the widow, anxiously, untying her 
bonnet. "Sit down on the lounge and rest, 
Elder Lang. I must sec if the girls arc in 
their rooms.” 

The careful mother proceeded straightway 
up stairs, leaving her visitor in the dark. 
Her first visit was to Jeanette’s chamber. 
Tliat pleasant picture of herself was to all 
Imnmn appearances fast asleep. Her breath 
was long-drawn, loud and heavy—rather too 
heavy, the widow thought, as she hurried out 
of the room. Lydia was reposing quietly, as 
usual, her pale face looking quite attractive 
among the snowy pillows, and from out the 
lace of her pretty cap. 
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“All right here,” whispered the widow to 
herself. “ I guess I’ll take a look at Jim.” 

With this she proceeded to the low h 
chamber. But the boy was not there. Ilis 
bed was empty. The widow shook her head 
gravely. 

“ I shall punish him for this,” she said, as 
she went back to Elder Lang again. 

“Is everything as it should be?” was the 
query of that illustrious personage, as she 
entered the room. 

“Yes, only Jim is aw.ay. I don’t know 
what I shall do with hint. His only fault is 
running off when I am gone.” 

“ I thought I heard some ouo around the 
house while you wore up stairs,” said the 
elder, giving a quick glance towards the win¬ 
dow, and moving nervously along on the 
lounge. 

“ O, you arc mistaken, I am sure you are!” 
was the cmphallo answer. “ There isn’t any , 
one up or about the house.” 

Elder Lang was silenced, but not convinced. 
He motioned her to a seat beside him, say¬ 
ing, as ho did so, in a way quite worthy of a 
younger lover, “I feel quite safe when yon 
are. with me!” 

The wi<low could not express her feelings 
at that happy juncture. She folded lier 
hands and looked straight at the opposite 
wall. Unlucky direction for her eyes to take! 
Deacon Job’s portrait hung there in all its 
glory. She turned her face away. She could 
not bear that straightforward puritanical 
expression then. 

“ I have always said, you know, dear elder," 
began Mrs. Higgins, after a pause, “ that if it 
wasn't i>erfoctly l iglit for me to marry again, 
it would be revealed to me in some strango 
mysterious way. I believe it now as firmly 
as ever. If there is any reason why I should 
not give my hand to you in the holy bonds 
of malrimony, there will he a sign given, if it 
is not until the eleventh hour.” 

Tlic elder bowed, and looked about him in 
a frightened way. Elder Lang was a very 
timid man. He, as well as the widow, had 
great faith in the “showing of signs,” in 
timely warnings and ghostly visitations. 

“ Whatever happens, it is all for the best,” 
said the wddow’, resigntMlIy, looking up into 
his face. 

“ Didn’t you hear soraething?” whispered 
the elder, grasping her hand. 

“ I—yes, really I thought I did,” was the 
hesitating answer. “ Perhaps one of the girls 
Is getting up—coming down stairs, maybe— 


They listened breathlessly. Not a sound 
broke tlm silence. 

“ We are nervous,” 

“llnshi I thought I heard some one 
breathe,” broke ii\ the elder. 

In spite of her fright, Widow iriggins 
smiled. She glanced up at Deacon Job’s 
portrait. How ghostly and solemn It looked! 
How stern and strange! .She gave a little 
scream of terror, and covered her eyes willj 
her hands. 

“Look, look I Look at Deacon Higgins’s 
portr.iit! I saw It move I” 

Elder Lang did look, indeed. Ills eyes 
were atinost bursting from his head. 

“ It’s moving—it’s moving! O good Lord, 
aid and help us, that portrait is moving!” ho 
whispered,drawing his feet upon the lounge, 
and trying to hide his head behind (ho widow. 
“ It acts just as though it was going straight 
out of the window!” 

Mrs. Dlggins peeped through her fingers, 
l^ack and forth, back and forth, back and 
forth, like the steady swinging of the old 
pendulum In the corner, the portrait moved. 

“It’s a sign, it’s a sign I I must never bo 
your wife!” gasped the widow, shuddering. 

This was too much for the elder’s equauin> 
ity. He sprang off from the lounge to the 
floor, giving a hurried glance at the jmrlrall. 
It was still moving. Ho looked about him 
for a place of refuge, and gave one quick {live 
under the old lounge. Owing to the tidckly 
populated state of that small territory, his 
disappearance in that direction was not tin* 
easiest thing In the world. But in Ids dcs* 
peration he was prepared to surmount any 
obstacle. He pushed his way ahead—alas, 
for the widow!—and, upon the principle laid 
down in the philosophy of our school (lays, 
that, “ two bodies cannot occupy the same 
space at the same lime,” when ho gained a 
position at the end of the lounge, some one 
lost his at the other. In other words, in 
pushing himself in, ho pushed a little dumpy 
figure out. 

First a white head, then a pair of white 
shoulders, and lastly, a whole figure in white 
came before the widow’s eyes. She did not 
speak or cry out as it gained an erect posture 
and moved slowly towards the tabic. For a 
momentsho was too frightened for that. She 
closed her hands tightly by her sides, and 
shut her lips firmly together. Suddenly the 
light went out Under her breath she gave 
vent to such an expletive as never before 
issued from her lips: “My Godl” 
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It was still light in the room. The moon 
came in broadly at tl»e window. The wid¬ 
ow’s fear lost itself in desperation. She was 
not courageous, but she spoke because she 
must do something, and that was the least 
she could do. 

“Are you a sign?” she asked, in a low 
shaking voice. 

“ 1 ami” was the answer, given in a sepul¬ 
chral tone, as the ligure paused in the middle 
of the room. 

“ What shall I do?” she gasped. 

“ Let your daughters marry 1” 

“ Yes, yes. Anything. Yesl” 

“Then marry yourselfl” continued the 
voice, solemnly. 

She was about to ask another question, but 
at that moment a terrible groan from Elder 
Lang sounded through the room. 

“O—ah—let me gol” he cried, as though 
someone was trying to choke him. “I’m in 
the dev—deo-il’s hands. O—ah! O—ah I” 

TIic widow wrung licr hatids. 

“ Something—O! 01—let me go! Help! 
help!” 

“Keep quiet, you old dolt!” whispered 
Walter in Elder Lang’s ear. “You shan’t 
be hurt, if you’ll keep still. If you don’t, I'll 
choke you. As true as I live, I willl” 

Tlic whisper reached the widow’s ears. 
She fully believed that Satan himself Imd 
taken possession of her liousc. She screamed 
long and loudly at the top of her voice— 
screamed, .screamed, screamed! Asa natural 
consequence, the girls were awakened. They 
rushed to the lop of the stairs together. 
There was alight step in the hall below; a 
boyish figure came softly along. Of a sudden 
it stopped short, and dropped dowm at the 
foot of the stairs, giving vent to numberless 
lilllc sliarp hard screams. 

“Don’t toiicli me, ghost! don't touch me, 
ghost!” cried out a terrified voice, which was 
none other tlmti Jim Hall's. “O, don’t 
touch me. I’ll tell. I’ll tell. It was jnc 
that wiggled the portrait—it was me—it was 
mo. I tied a string round it and pulled the 
string out of the window, and kept pulling. 
O dtm’t, don't, don’t, ghost I 0—o—o!” 

The ghost, I may as well say here as any¬ 
where, that terrified Jim so, was Bill Lennox 
hidden behind the front hall-door. When 
the widow screamed he started forward, and 
in that way was espied by the roguish bound- 
boy, who was at that moment stealing In 
from playing his capers on the widow. The 
noise in tlie hall started the widow and 


Elder Lang again. Another scries of screams 
came from the sitting-room. 

“ I’m going down,” whispered Lydia, grasiv 
ing Jeanette by the arm. 

She started ahead, but when slie was half 
way down stairs, caught sight of tlic little 
dumpy figure in while. This was enough. 
She joined her voice In the concert of sounds 
and sprang forward, tumbling over Jim, who 
was lying on the lower landing, half dead 
with fright. Supposing the gliost was attack¬ 
ing him in good earnest, tlie boy bellowed at 
the top of Ills voice. 

“Hush, for Heaven’s sakel” cried some 
one from the sitting-room, in a calm firm 
tone. 

Lydia recognized the voice, and went trem¬ 
blingly forward. 

“You’ll raise tlie neighbors.” 

In the meantime, Jeanette had made an 
attempt to follow her sister, but when she 
gained the foot of the stairs, the horror- 
stricken Jim impeded her progress by strik¬ 
ing and kicking her with all bis miglit. 

“ If you are a ghost, I’ll fight you. O, I’m 
scared—bla—a—r! 0, O, 0, let me go! 1 
did wiggle the picture!” he cried, writhing 
about like a snake. 

“Let her go, or I’ll break every bone in 
yoiir body!” ho said, taking Jim by tlic hair. 

Another series of screams and bleats fol¬ 
lowed. 

“I’m so scared!” whispered Jeanette. 

“ I guess, by the sound, there are aiuimber 
of persons in the same condition,” whispered 
Bill, comically. 

Suddenly a light flashed out from the sit¬ 
ting-room. Walter Saunders was the only 
one who had Ills senses about him. A light, 
and what was revealed! The widow stand¬ 
ing In the middle of the floor, grasping with 
both iiands the back of a chair, her month 
wide open, her eyes staring. Elder Lang, 
with his head protruding from under the 
lounge, like a turtle from its shell. Walter 
Saunders, with one arm around Lydia, who 
was wrapped up in a chintz bed-spread. 

“ What is It?” asked the widow. 

“ Sure enough, what is it?” answered Wal¬ 
ter, biting his lip to suppress his merriment 
“ Let us look in the hall,” 

As he said this, a figure whisked hy the 
sitting-room door, 

“The gliost!” cried the widow, as he 
sprang after it and caught it by its very 
unghostly raiment, the white flannel night 
gown. 
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“ 0!—all 1” cried tlie elder, popping Ids head 
under the lounge. 

“ Unrobe yourself, for Heaven’s sake, Bill 1” 
said Walter, beginning to coinprehend the 
part of the play which he had not seen. 

“Bill Lennox 1” said the widow, faintly. 
“Odearl dearl” 

The elder’s head made its appearance 
again from under the lounge. 

“Who is in the ball?” inquired Lydia, 
blushing as she renicinbercd, for the first 
time, the way in which she was dressed. 

“ That’s what I propose learning at once,” 
replied Walter, taking up the lamp and going 
forward, followed by the whole party. Elder 
Lang among the number, for he was afraid 
to stay alone. 

Little Jim wits sitting on the floor, with 


his hands covering up his eyes, gasping with 
fright. 

“ O, I wiggled the portrait 1” hb began 
again, as Walter took him by the collar. 

From the top of the stairs Jeanette w.as 
looking laughingly down upon the group, 
eonipreliending just enough of the wliole to 
know tliat sometliiug excessively funny had 
happened. At Walter’s suggestion they re¬ 
turned to the sitting-room, and each one 
gave a faitiifid aecount of his personal part 
in this Comedy of Errors, Jim Hall included 
among tlie number. 

And so the night wore away, and the 
bright September morning that followed 
found the “ Family Compact ” broken, the 
poor dead deacon to tlie contrary, neverthe¬ 
less. Here the story ends. 
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D!f HESTER EARLE. 


PART 

CHAPTER IV. 

THE HOUSEKEEPER. 

I T Is to be regretted that those benignant 
fairies who, “in the good old times” of 
wiiich so mnch is heard, made a spe¬ 
cialty of indulging wishes, have retired from 
business. Otherwise Agatha’s wish miglit 
bare got some attention. 

Mrs. Colbralth, however, was not only 
coming, but came. On the day appointed 
she entered upon the duties belonging to her 
situation. The same day Iior son became a 
pupil at the village high school. Victor 
would liavo received his young comrade 
with open arms, but a certain reticence on 
the part of the latter prevented tlielr becom¬ 
ing very intimate. 

Aaron immediately applied himself to 
study wltli feverisli energy, refusing all of 
Vic’s good-natured invitations to join driving, 
or coastingj or skating parties. 

“I can’t spare the time,” was his invari¬ 
able answer; and at last Vic gave up invit¬ 
ing him. 

“If I were placed as you are it would bo 
different,” Aaron said, once. “When yoii 
are grown up you have only to step into a 
fortune and enjoy it; but I liave got all that 
to gain for myself, or else be a hewer of wood 
and drawer of water all my days. The posi¬ 
tion may have its advantages, hut it is with* 
out attractions for me, I want to bo-some- 
tbing above a hewer of wood and drawer of 
water, and it is only by improving this chance 
for an education, which your father has gen¬ 
erously given me, that I can hope to come 
up higher.” 

It chanced that Mr. AVilbraham had ap¬ 
proached unseen, in lime to hear the con- 
c uditig part of this speech. He now inter- 
posed with the approving remark, “ Tliat’s 
tlio stuff tliat men are made of, my boy. 
Excelsior is a good motto for young people.” 
lulent upon the business of the hour, he 
passed on then, yet ho did not forget what 
ho had heard. 


SECOND. 

“There’s one to your credit,” laughed Vie. 
“ Well, go In and win. I shall look to see 
you at the top of the heap yet.” 

The two separated tliereupon, Vic with 
some lazy ideas floating in his brain about 
the possibilities lying in tlie way of those 
who clioose to seize upon then), and a mo¬ 
mentary dwelling upon tlie thouglit that "it 
would be splendid, by Jove, to be.at Ron at 
bis own game;” momentary only, for with 
the recollection of his anticipated evening’s 
pleasure, the unwonted reflection was quite 
lost sight of. 

Mrs. Wllbraham at flrst met the new 
housekeeper with a bristly outside, but slie 
soon became reconciled to the imiovation. 
Artful sympatty and well-chosen flattery 
won her over. The Invalid was speedily 
convinced that no ono understood lier so 
well as Mrs. Colbralth. 

“These daily baths tire you too much, 
feeble as you are,” said tliat sympathizing 
attendant, one morning wlien tl)e invalid 
had remarked tliat she supposed it was time 
for her bath. 

“Ikiiowlt; butMr.Wilbraham has always 
insisted upon my taking them,” was tlie reply. 

“I think you ought to be the best Judge of 
what you can bear.” 

“ 8o I ought.” 

And from that time the daily bath became 
occasional, subject to the caprice of the 
patient. So of the morning airing, wlilch, in 
pleasant weather, her husband liad never 
allowed her to miss, sometimes carrying her 
out in his arms when slie w'as unabTe, or 
believed herself so, to walk. Sue’s native, 
indolence had always been opposed to these 
hygienic measures, and now, abetted by 
Mrs. Colbralth, slie rebelled against them.. 
Mr. Wllbralinm protested until liis wife stung 
him by saying tliat lie must want her to die, 
since ho insisted upon her doing thhigs so 
much beyond her strengtli, and after that he 
allowed her to have her own way, which 
was always Mrs. Colbralth’s way, too, for it 
was wonderful how entirely they agreed. 
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The housekeeper had the taet, moreover, 
to appease the servants whom, at first, she 
had found decidedly hostile lu Inclination. 
A smooth tongue, and Indulgences artfully 
granted, soon oflected this. Victor was too 
good-natured to range himself in opposition 
to any one, unless he saw good cause for 
doing so, and he found nothing to complain 
of in Mrs. Colbralth. 

“She mayn't be just the sort of person wo 
should wish onr aunt or our grandmother to 
bo, but she does excellently well ns a house¬ 
keeper, and I don’t see why you dislike her 
so much, Aggie,” he said, one day. 

For Agatha had never become reconciled 
to the woman, against whom all the girl’s 
strongest feelings rose up in rebellion. It 
might bo prejudice. She feared It was, but 
was un.ablo in the least degree to overcome 
it. She, alone, of all in the house,_had no 
faith in Mrs. Colbralth. While treating that 
woman with marked civility, Agatha yet felt 
herself Impelled to keep a vigilant watch 
upon the new housekeeper’s proceedings. 

It was not long before Mr. Wllbritham 
proposed sending his daughter to a boarding 
school. 

“ I hoped, papa,” said Agatha, “ that you 
would be satisfied with the Improvement! 
am making hero. I am trying hard, I am 
sure.” 

“ I know you are, my girl, but Miss Chan¬ 
dler’s French would hardly pass for such in 
Paris, I think, and Mr. Cassld.ay’s German is 
not much better. Then, too, your music 
teacher’s stylo is altogether too stunning for 
my ear. If it is worth while tq learn these 
things at all, it Is worth while to do so In the 
best manner. Do yon not think so, Aggie?” 

“ I suppose so, but—” 

“ Well, my de.ar?” 

“It Is so sudden.” 

“ To you, perhaps, but you will have time 
to get used to the Idea.” 

“ Then I do not like leaving mamma. It 
seems to me that she has not been so well 
lately. If I were to go away and anything 
should happen—” 

She was unable to complete her sentence, 
but burst Into tears. 

“ You are alarming yourself unnecessarily,” 
said Mr. Wllbraham. “ I do not think mam¬ 
ma Is any worse than she has been for years, 
but I will consult Dr. Layard before we 
decide upon your going. If ho pronounces 
your fears unfounded, will you be satisfied 
then?” 


“ Yes,” was the hesitating answer. “ But, 
pap.a, tell me. Is this plan—that of my going 
to sohool, I mean — yours—or—Mrs. Col- 
braith’s?” 

“ What is it to Mrs. Colbralth ?” demanded 
Mr. Wllbraham, with some sharpness. 

“ I don’t know,” replied Agatha, confused 
by his lone—an unusual one for him to use 
to her. 

" It is generally best to have some reasons 
for one’s words—at least when they accuse 
another, Inferentially, of—but there, my dear, 
don’t cry. Wo will have Dr. Layard in to¬ 
day, and if you go to school. It will be because 
I wish it. Does that satisfy you?” 
“Ye3,fi)apa.” 

Their conversation had been in the libraiy. 
Mr. Wllbraham wont out when it was ended, 
and Agatha sat alono thinking It over and 
sobbing quietly. Presently Aaron Colbralth 
came in for a book which ho wanted for 
reference In writing his theme. Agatha 
wiped her eyes furtively, and hoped ho would 
not see that she h.ad been crying. But 
Aaron w.as sharp-sighted. 

“What is the matter?” he asked. "lias 
my mother—” 

Agatha looked up In quick surprise, and 
the boy stopped confused; but ho recovered 
himself instantly. “ Has my mother been In 
hero lately? I can’t find her anywhere,” 

“ No, I have not seen her,” said Agatha. 
“Miss Colbralth? She’s spe.aking with 
Mr. Wilbr.aham in the back parlor,” inter¬ 
posed one of the housemaids, who, eoinlng 
in to dust the room, had overheard Aaron’s 
question. “ I guess It’s somethin’ about Miss 
Aggie’s going away to school, from what I 
heerd. 1 genally takes that room afore this 
one, but the coast wan’t clear there this 
time, so I came away.” 

“Are you employed hero to report conver¬ 
sations, or to do housework?” asked Aaron, 
loftily. 

“I wan’t employed by you to do neither! 
the girl flung out, with a toss of her head. 

“ That's lucky for you I” muttered Aaron, 
Witlklng away with the hook ho had come for. 

“It la Mrs. Colbralth’s plan,” thought 
Agatha, with rising anger. And she mentally 
resolved that, whatever pain It would cost 
her to leave homo, she woidd make no 
further objection to the arrangement. To 
this resolution she strictly adhered. Dr. 
Layard’s report proved favor.ablo, and noth¬ 
in" remained but to provide the necessary 
outfit, which, under Mrs. Colbralth’s efliclent 
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snperintendence, was soon progressing quite 
rapidly. 

At scliool Aaron Colbraitli’s application to 
study produced its legitiinato results. His 
quick intellect b.alked at notbiug. His prog¬ 
ress became a matter of surprise to teaclier 
and scliolars. Among tlio latter ho made no 
elfort to attacli Iiiinself to any. Perhaps ho 
tlinuglit of friends as of pleasures—tliat lie 
liad no time for them. Ills ordinary m.anucr 
was brooding and reserved, tliougli lie could 
talk fluently when lie cliosp, and with perfect 
command of all Ills faculties. Tills reserve 
was generally attributed to pride, and ho was 
rallicr admired for it, .as well as for the fame 
of Ills exploit in tlic matter of tiie robbery 
(concerning wliicli, we may be expected to 
say of tlio remaining robber that he was duly 
tried and punislied; Oils, so far as our story 
goes, being tbo cud of liim); likewise for his 
“smartness,” so called lii tlie vernaeuiar—wo 
are speaking of Aaron again now. Ills 
moral forces, like Saul’s armor wlien David 
was arrayed tliCreiu, liad not yet been 
“ moved.” 

Tlio Rev. Mr. Leonardson, however, ex¬ 
pressed great Iiopes of tlio boy in tills rospeot. 

“ I li.ave talked witli Iiiin considerably,” 
said tliat faitlifnl minister, to Mr. Wllbraliaiii, 

“ and I Iiave strong faitli tliat ho will bo 
brouglit into tlie fold. We shall Iiave Iiim 
in tlie ministry yet. It is just such persist¬ 
ent, untiring workers tliat tlie cliurcli needs.” 

So, in tlie interests of tlie cliurcli, and, un¬ 
doubtedly, in tlie liope of saving a soul, tlie 
excellent minister treated tliis promising 
student witli marked friendliness, inviting 
liiiii often to tlie parsonage, wiiero—wlien tlio 
stripling condescended to come—pretty Grace 
Iiconardson helped to entertain tlio visitor, 
dropping, birdliko, a grain liefe and tliere of 
tliat good seed wliioli it was lier father’s 
desire to sow broadcast for tlie future liar- 
vest. Pretty Grace Leonardsoii, we iiave 
raid, but tlio plirtise fails deplorably to do 
.pistice to tile girl’s winning grace and beauty, 
bo, perliaps, would a paragrapli of description, 
w neb we are not going to write Just now! 

. nd Ag.atlia liad always been “great 
n eiu s, seboolglrl phrase, and the Lie 

mid Vini r I’«‘''-'‘rdson 

OmoJ ^satlia left lionie 

Grace gave Iier friend a little farewell party. 
The even iig proved ui,favor.able, mucli to 
,,i, , “»<tcriied. It liad been 

wlileri tl'e snow 

ich lay upon the ground late this year. 


even for a Maine spring. Nearly all those 
invited contrived to be present, however, 
and a gay evening ensued. For once, Aaron 
Colbraitli seemed to have forgotten his 
brooding reserve, or pride, or whatever it 
niiglit be, appearing in tlie new character of 
a squire of dames (small ones). In this, as 
in everytliing wliicli ho undertook, he 
achieved a marked success, 

“ Did you ever see a nautilus out of his 
shell?” Wirt Lcouardsoii asked Vic, with a 
glance in Aaron’s direction. 

“I take it tliat I iiave,” lauglied Vic. “It 
is very obliging of tlie nautilus ” 

“The girls .all seem to tliliik so,” retorted 
Wirt, witli a sliriig of tlio slioiildcrs. But 
the next moment, seeing that Agatha had 
separated lierself from tiie group surrounding 
Aaron, Iio crossed over and began a lively 
conversation witli lier. 

About midniglittlie party broke up, and it 
was nearly an hour Jater before Vic’s 
te.aiii,” wliieh iiad acted well its p.art in 
restoring “ tlie girls ” to tlieir liomos, was 
ready to nndnrtnlfn service for 
Aaron was to ride witli tlieni, and tlie three 
set olf togetlier. 

“ Wliat is tliat noise?” .asked Agatha,livar- 
ing a crasliiiig sound mingling witli tlio roar 
of water. 

“ Tlie ice is going out of tlie river,” said 
Aaron. 

A portion of tlieir road lay along the river’s 
bank. Wlien they readied tliis part of tlieir 
w.ay tliey found tliat it was flooded with 
water. Tlio ice liad formed a Jam below, 
and tiie water, tlius walled In, was rising 
witli great rapidity. 

“ I guess Selim will take us tlirougii,” said 
Vic. 

And such seemed to be tlio purpose of the 
animal. He plunged in and struggled on 
nobly until half way across, wlien he ran 
against a piece of floating timber, wliicli in 
the darkness tliey could not see. This 
frigiitened tlie liorse so miicii tliat lie made 
a sudden bound, dasliing tlie sleigli against 
Hie log, and freeing Iiimself from botli; after 
wliicli exploit lie galloped madly Iioineward. 

“ It’s a very unliandsonio tiling to desert 
your friends in tliat way, Selim,” Vic called 
after tiie flying steed. Tlieii, riiofiilly to his 
sister, “Can you swim, Aggie?” 

“ Do you take care of yourself and I’ll 
bring Agatlia through,” said Aaron, lifting 
her to ids shoulder. “To the hill yonder. 
Quick, or the water will be over our heads I” 
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It was rising higher every moment, as they 
ned before itr-a swirling hungry tide. The 
struggle was a fearful one, but Aaron was as 
good as his word, and brought Agatha 
tlirougli. Victor, less used to physical exer¬ 
tion, had had all ho could do to come through 
himself to the higher land beyond. 

“You seem fated to do us good, Aaron,” 
said Agatha, when she had been set down, 
not upon dry ground, for tliat would have 
been liard to find with tlie rain still pouring; 
but it was ground, and not water. 

“ Do I?” returned Aaron, hroodingly. 

“All safe?” asked Victor, who, guided by 
tlieir voices, came up with them from a point 
fiirtlierdown. “ Lot’s count noses: one, two, 
three. All right.” 

They had still a walk of half a mile before 
them, but that w.as quickly accomplished. 
As they .approached the house by a side en¬ 
trance, Agatha saw that there was a liglit in 
tlie library. Bidditlg tlie boys make haste to 
get off their wet clothes, she, wet and cold 
herself, went on to the libr.ary, e.agcrtosiiaro 
with papa tlie comforts of its fire; but she 
found tlie door locked. 

“Papa,” she called, “will you not let me 
come in? I .am wet .and cold.” 

“Not now, my cliild. I am very busy. 
Tliere is a fire in your motlier’s room.” 

Agatlia turned back and went up stairs. 
She mot Vic just coming out of lier mother’s 
room. 

“You’ll find cold comfort here, Ag,” lie 
said. “The fire is all burned down. Wliy 
didn't you go into tlie libr.ary ?” 

“ Papa w.as busy.” 

“ I should think ho miglit let you in, if lie 
was. I’d go down to the kitciicn, if I were 
you. I guess you’ll find a fire there.” 

“ I believe I will,” said Agatha. 

So she crept down tlie tliickly matted 
stairs once more, seeking the w.armtii of 
which her cliillcd frame w.as sadly in need. 
When she reached the last stair of the flight 
she hoard the library door open softly, and 
thought, “ Now papa will let me in tliere.” 

But the next moment, with a wildly beating 
heart, she sped back, grasping the stair-rail¬ 
ing in her ascent, and feeling as if slio would 
never be at the top; just as sometimes in a 
dream we struggle mightily witli some task 
of desperate necessity and make no headway 
in it. Tier room was reached at last, though, 
and she crept shivering to bed, wliere she 
lay sobbing and miscr.able, and very cold. 
This is what slie had seen, standing at the 


foot of the stairs: Mrs. Colbraith coming out 
of the library, and lier father, who held tlie 
woman’s hand, detaining her to press a kiss 
upon her lips. 


CHAPTER V. 

BINNING AND ITS FliUITS. 

Tuouoii unconscious of the sobbing, sliiv- 
cring cliild up stairs, Mr. Wilbraham’s reflec¬ 
tions were not of the pleasantest as he turned 
back into the library, and sat glowering over 
tlie fire. Tlie very embers, sullen and black¬ 
ening, seemed to reproach him. lie kiicn- 
that, in the way upon wliich lie was entering, 
lay cruel wrongs to those who wore dearest 
to him. 

“Wily did that woman come here?” he 
asked himself, sternly. “And why do I not 
send her away now ? It is not too late yet.” 

Deep into the night he pondered upon 
the course before him. Ho was not one to 
yield to wrong-doing without suffering, nor 
yet without struggling agahist it. To “ enjoy 
the pleasures of sin for a season,” was, lie 
knew, to bind himself upon the wheel of 
remorse. lie would turn back before it was 
too late. If only Sue had been like otiicr 
women. If he could have hoped for any help 
from her, he felt that his task would Iiave 
been comparatively easy. But he had only 
liimself to depend upon—and God. Tlieii lie 
pr.ayed for strength to overcome his we.ik- 
ness, after which he was, perhaps, too ready 
to leave the work to God alone. He may 
have felt that there was a saving virtue in 
his prayer. At any rate, upon further reflec¬ 
tion he decided it to ho unnecessary that 
Mrs. Colbraith should go. Sue had got used 
to her, and would not give her up willingly. 
Tlien lie was interested in Aaron, and liked 
to have liim in the house. Moreover, Mrs. 
Colbraitli had proved herself an eflicient 
liousekeeper, and ho could give no sufficient 
reason for dismissing her, unless, indeed, lie 
were to confess that ho dared not trust liini- 
self, wlilch ho was far from ready to do. 
Yes, Mrs, Colbraith must stay, but he would 
avoid her with the utmost vigilance. Ho 
would dismiss his agent at the works, and 
take the whole care of the business upon 
himself. He would give himself no leisure 
for weakness or trifling. At home—for a 
man can’t always bo at his business, liowevcr 
actively he pursue it—he would devote liini- 
self with sedulous attention to Sue. He w.as 
almost sorry that Agatha was going away. 
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If the arrangements for this had not been so 
nearly complete, ho would have kept her at 
homo even now. But he was not one to 
change his course easily when once it had 
been adapted. To a certain extent he w.as 
an obstinate man. It was for Aggie’s good; 
that lie had settled witli Iiimself in tlie out¬ 
set. lie could hot keep Iier at liome now 
witliuut a confession, at least to Iiimself, 
of weakness, and lie had vowed that ha 
would not he weak. 

Nevertlieless, when lie found Aggie pale 
and ill tile following morning—she liad taken 
cold the night before—he told Iier that lie 
did not believe she would be able to go. But 
Agatlia insisted tliat slie should be well in a 
day or two, and would not hear of her 
departure being put off. Slie felt tiiat slie 
could not stay at home, with that woman in 
the house, and slie dared not demand tlie 
housekeeper’s dismissal. 

Accordingly, on tlie day appointed, Agatha 
went. She had prayed her own prayor for 
strength, and that, joined to strenuous effort 
on iier own part, enabled her to make iier 
adieux with quite a show of fortitude. To 
Aaron she had said a simple “ good-hy ” over 
night. She took leave of her niotlier up 
stairs, and of the servants in tlie kitclien. 
Her father and Vic were going witli her to 
the depot. Mrs. Colbraith, whom slie had 
hoped to avoid, eaiue out to tlie door and 
ofTcred Iier hand. Agatlia was going to pre¬ 
tend not to see it, but Vic made tliat impos¬ 
sible by saying, “ See, Aggie, Mrs, Colbraith 
wants to say ‘ good-hy ’ to you.” 

So the girl was obliged to go away with 
tlie nauseous feeling of Mrs. Colbraith’s fat 
moist hand in hers, and a kiss from those 
dreaded lips upon her cheeks. Tills was the 
hardest to boar of all, but it was quickly 
over. If only the suffering and misery wlilch 
that woman caused her could have been as 
brief, Aggie might soon have got hack Iier 
old light-heartedness; but the pain and a 
great dread went witli her. 

Agatha, then, lyas gone, and Mrs. Col- 
braith stayed. I will not attempt any dis¬ 
guises about tlie latter. Slie was a bold bad 
woman, who, while alluring, liad yet the art 
to appear innocent and unsnspectiiig. That 
Snell women exist, is deeply to he lamented. 
That homes are made uiiliappy and pnre 
lives embittered by their means, is as sad as 
it is true. 

With what wiles Mr. Wllhraham, in spite 
of his resolves, was led into this woman’s 


toils, I have neither the inclination nor the 
patience to relate. The bare fact is sufiicicut. 
We will let the details go. 

Mrs. Wilbrahain, meanwhile, was selfishly 
cultivating her iiidolenee and debility, aided 
and abetted therein by Mrs. Colbraith. The 
invalid’s exactions made it impossible for her 
Iiiisbaiid to carry out his plan of dismissing 
his agent, and taking the whole business 
upon himself. After Agatha left home there 
were days when Mrs. Wilbrahain would not 
hear of his leaving the house. Yet he was 
often banished from her room for some fan¬ 
cied offence, and iier maid summoned in his 
place. Iier whims and exactions were cer¬ 
tainly of a character to exhaust the most 
enduring patience. Mr. Wilbrahaui, how¬ 
ever, was uniformly indulgent to his wife, 
but when baiiisiied from her presence he 
learned to find consolation with Jtrs. Col- 
bralth. God knows lie needed consolation, 
yet he did not on that account justify 
himself for seeking it from sucli a source. 
No one knew better than Mr. Wiihraham 
the fallacy of making suffering an excuse for 
sinning. 

A year passed without hringing much 
change. Aaron and Victor were, now fitting 
for college. Agatha had not been home 
since slie went away. She liked at the 
school wliero slie had been placed. Her 
letters home were cheerful and marked by 
constant improvement. 

There was no apparent change in Mrs. 
Wilbrahain, though Inevitahly her life forces 
were becoming sapped by the course she 
pursued. Ithad been a longwliile nowsince 
she attempted doing anytliing for herself. If 
she wished to cross the room even, she must 
have help. 

One day she had been unusually hard to 
please, dismissing first her husband, then her 
maid, then Mre. Colbraith, in petulant anger; 
and at nightfall she was left alone. Some¬ 
thing suggested tliat this was the anniversary 
of her wedding day, and with the recollec¬ 
tion came reflections of a sort that she was 
quite unused to. Perhaps tlie air of that 
May evening was iinwontedly exhilarating; 
or it maybe that some grain of truth, dropped 
into her mind in days long past, had sud¬ 
denly germinated. Slie thought of her 
husband’s long-sttlfering, and of her own 
frctfulness through many days and years— 
thought of it wlUi regret for her own part, 
with fond gratitude for his. Tlien she re¬ 
viewed her wasted life, and wished that she 
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liad slrongth to make the future dlffeient. 
“I once heard,” she thought, smiling faintly, 
“of a boy lliat lifted a calf every day until it 
became an ox. I wonder if 1 might not 
become quite strong by taking a little exer¬ 
cise every day, and increasing the amount 
constantly? Wliat a surprise it would be to 
Jesse if I sliould walk down stairs some 
evening wlien he thought mo unable to stir 
out of my room!” 

The novelty of tlie idea pleased her, but a 
patient waiting for results of a slow growtli 
was foreign to Iier cliaracter. Tlie longer 
she dwelt upon the thought of surprising her 
hushand, tlie more c.ager she became for 
attempting it. Site got up, and supporting 
Iierself by a cliairback, worked licr way to 
the bureau, one of whoso drawers site opened. 
There was her bridal dross and the flowers 
she had worn with it. She took it out, 
sliook out its folds, and luuig it across a 
chair. Then, fatigued wltli tlie unwonted 
effort, she l.ay down to rest. But her feelings 
were too ipucli stirred to permit her to lie 
long in quiet. Slie got up presently, and, 
sitting before her mirror, arranged her hair, 
adding with trembling fingers the flowers 
belonging to her bridal toilet. 

How tlie hopes and emotions of eighteen 
years before came back to her as she did so! 
She liad meant to be a fond and loving wife. 
Instead of tliat, she Iiad been selfish and 
hateful. Slie saw it all now, and wondered 
at her husband’s forbearance. To-night she 
would ask her liusband’s forgiveness, and 
thank liim for having been so patient with 
lier waywardness. Her unwonted excite¬ 
ment stirred the soft color in lier delicate 
clieeks, making her almost .as lovely as in her 
early glrlliood. 

After another respite slio dressed herself 
in her brid.al white. She was very tired 
wlieii this was done, and lialf repented of 
wliat she had undertaken. She dared not 
stop for further rest, lest her conrago slionid 
forsake her, now tliat the ordeal avas so near. 
With faltering steps she readied the stairs, 
and supported herself in descending by cling¬ 
ing to the balustrade. From tlie parlor sbo 
heard a murmur of voices, and felt a momen¬ 
tary regret that she would not find Jesse 
alone. It was too late to retreat now, how¬ 
ever. She had not strength to reascend the 
stairs; so she crept softly to tlie parlor door, 
opened it noiselessly, intent upon surprising 
her husband, and found herself surprised by 
what she saw. Mn Wilbraliara and Mrs. 


Colbralth wore sitting together, she leaning 
upon liim heavily, ho bending down to kiss 
her. 

A gasp and a gurgling sound, succeeded 
by tlie fall of some object, called the atten¬ 
tion of tile pair. 

“My God,Sue!” graaned Mr. Wilbr.aliain, 
starting to ills feet, and lifting up tlie wronged 
wife, from whoso mouth drops of blood were 
trieliliiig, and wlioso face was like the fate 
of tlie dead. Back to tlie room, wiicnci) in 
such weakness it iiad just come on its errand 
of reconciliation, tlie white-robed figure was 
carried. It was laid upon a sofa. Tliere 
was a gasp and a flutter of tlie heart, and 
then utter stillness. 

“ Slie lias fainted,” said Mrs. Colbraitli, at 
Mr. Wilbraliain’s elbow. “ I liave sent for 
Dr. Bayard. You Iiad better lot me rub 
her.” 

“Go away!” commanded tlie man, in a 
deep stern voice. 

In her retreat she was met by Vie, who 
excitedly demanded what Iiad happened. 

“ Your inotlicr came down stairs alone. I 
don’t sec what made her do it. She fell 
when she got to the parlor door. I’m afraid 
it lias killed lier.” 

Tlie same story was told to Dr. Bayard, 
wlio came soon afterward. Caine uselessly, 
for the case had gone beyond his province. 
Doctors are not for tlie dead. 

“ Dead I” Mr. Wilbraham liad known that 
that would bo the word. Dead! and his 
treachery had killed her. Almost as if it 
were written out before liim, lie could read 
the purpose with which she had put on her 
bridal attire and dragged herself down stairs 
to seek him—her husband. Tlie tender 
feelings of a gone-by time liad returned to 
her, only to bo driven back in a conge.aling 
ciiiTent upon her lieart. The man’s sin had 
found Iiini out, and Iiis punishment was 
almost greater than ho could bear. Tlie way 
of tlie transgressor is liard. 

Agatlia came Iiomo from scliool. It seemed 
to Mr. Wilbraliain that,lier eyes had an 
accusing look when lie first met their mourn¬ 
ful glance, though that might have been ids 
fancy. It was pitiful to see her grief, but lie 
had no comfort to olfer her. Ho liad none 
for himself. lie saw that Victor and Agatha 
turned to each otlier rather than to lilin for 
support—saw it with a pang—yet felt it was 
right that it should bo so. Upon these two 
their bereavement, as is inevitahle with a 
first grief, fell with stunning force. But 
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yOHtli is strong and naturo helpful, Every 
body was very kind—the Leonardsons most 
of all. They had never felt so near to their 
pastor as now, had never valued the friend¬ 
ship of Wirt and Grace so much. 

Aaron cilbralth was hind, too, but rather 
like one who does not wish to (all short of 
kvliat is expected from him, tlian wltli the 
spontaneous sympathy of tlie Leonardsons. 
Victor and Agatha acknowledged themselves 
obliged to him, but did not feel much drawn 
tow.ards him on that account. 


CHAPTER VI. 

PnUDENCE AND PnODlOAMTV. 

SitAiiP grief, like an edge tool, becomes 
blunted with use, and all the tendencies of a 
busy life are sedative in their effects. Mr. 
Wilbraliam’s case was no exceptional one in 
tlieso respects. For a long time ids agent 
was necessarily absent, thus compelling the 
proprietor of the slate works to apply himself 
closely to business. Ills dead was burled 
out of bis sight, and but for the vacancy up 
stairs, life went on in its old familiar courses. 

At first Mrs. Colbraith discreetly avoided 
hlin. Then, when slie began sometimes to 
come in his way by chance, it was alw.ays 
witli a grieved repentant face, from which he 
inferred that she, too, had suffered from 
remorse. At last she asked to speak witli 
liim, and, being allowed the opportunity, 
told him tiiat “she tlionght she ought to go 
away. She could never hope to get back tlio 
peace of mind which slie had forfeited, but 
in some other place, by a life of charity and 
good works—” 

Hero tlio repentant Magdalen broke down 
utterly, and covered her face with her 
bands. 

If her proposal had come some weeks 
before, Mr. Wilbraham would have acqui¬ 
esced in her going with stern severity. Now 
lie was able to remember tliat he had 
wronged anotlior woman beside his wife, and 
tliat the other was still living. Perhaps he 
was even conscious that she was a handsome 
and very fascinating woman, though I can¬ 
not say positively as t* tliat. 

“ You had better stay," lie said, taking one 
of the weeping penitent’s Iiands, “ You are 
used to the house. I slionld have difficulty 
in finding any one to (ill your place.” 

“If you really wlsli it; but I tlionght—I 
feared—that you were thinking hard of me- 


for what—0 dear! You can never know 
how inueli I have suffered.” 

“I have not to blame you, only myself for 
what lias happened. We sliall not always 
feel as we do now, and I prefer that you 
slioiild stay.” * 

He dropped the liand lie had taken, and 
began walking from window to window of 
tlie library, his face working painfully. Mrs. 
Colbraith, witli her eyes still sliaded witli 
one hand—wliose fingers were conveniently 
parted—watched him furtively, and divined 
that it was not wholly by sorrow for the 
irrevocable past that he was sliaken. Per¬ 
haps slie found tlie tlionght an agreeable 
one, for slie repeated it to herself witli em¬ 
phasis, as sbo rose to leave tlio room. Mr. 
Wilbraham, seeing that she was going, ap- 
proaohed lier with extended liand. 

“ Wo may still bo friends,” lie said, with 
some feeling, 

“ Yes,” slie replied, softly. 

And so their interview ended 
Agatha stayed at home until September, 
and tlien wont back to scliool. About tlio 
same time Victor and Aaron were placed at 
college, Mr. Wilbraliam supplying funds for 
botli. Wirt Leonardson accompanied tliem, 
and tlio tliree entered the same class. 

At college, as he had done at school, Aaron 
Colbraitli distingiiislicd himself. He was 
regarded as the best worker and strongest 
thinker of liis class. Wirt Leonardson had a 
fair standing, too, though it was lield ratlior 
by quickness of intellect than by hard study. 
Victor managed to keep along somehow. 
True to ills old principles, lie never stood in 
the way of those wlio wanted the uppermost 
places. If he did not accomplish much 
study, he contrived to spend a good deal of 
money—thusproving that lie fully understood 
wliat belongs to tlie position of a rich man’s 
son. His allowance was double tliat which 
Aaron bad consented to receive, yet it .always 
liappeiied tliat before quarter-d.ay came 
around, a portion of Colbraith’s funds bad 
passed Into Vic’s liands. 

“It’s too bad, Ron, I know,” Vic said 
once, “but that last supper cleaned mo out 
completely. I never could keep money in 
my poeket, without its burning tlirougli, and 
you always have plenty. I don’t see how 
you manage it,” 

“ I Iiave but little use for money. One 
can’t work and pl.ay too, and work is. tho 
only thing for a fellow in my position. It’s 
diflerent with you, of course. You can have 
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all the money you want for the asking. 
What is only prudence in me would be nig¬ 
gardliness in you. I like to hear the boys 
telling what an open-handed, generous chap 
you are, and I’d be the same, If I could afford 
it. That Sbntimeut of King Sardanapaius 
was not so bad, after ali—‘ Eat, drink and 
love. Tlie rest’s not worth a fillip ’—not so 
bad, I mean, for those who can afford to 
carry it out. It wont do for poor folks, 
though. We’ve got to work iu order to eat 
and drink, aiid as for love, that is not to bo 
thought of until wo are able to invest our¬ 
selves with gilded attractions, and for that 
wo must work too.” 

“ I’m not so sure that Grace Lconardson 
would agree to that last sentiment of yours.” 

“Why not? She is like all the rest of 
womankind, I suppose,” returned Aaron, 
walking to the window, and standing with 
his back to Victor while he went on speak¬ 
ing. “Grace is a pretty little girl, and I 
rather like her. I’ve no time for falling in 
love, though, and sliall not have for the ne.\t 
fifteen years. Before a quarter of that time 
has passed, she'll be Mrs. somebody—with a 
baby or two, most likely. These sweet, 
merry, saintly girls always marry young, and 
make very good wives too, I believe.” 

“You have thought more upen the sub¬ 
ject tlian I should have supposed,” rejoined 
Victor, vvlth a laugh. 

Aaron looked intently out of the window a 
moment before replying. 

“I have thought of it within the last three 
minutes, and have spoken out my titouglits 
to the utmost,” he said, then. “ Now about 
your affairs. If you need more money before 
your remittance comes, let mo know. You 
must not stiut yourself, of course. It is 


well known here that your father is one of 
the nobs, and people don’t like closc-fistcd- 
ness in a fellow of your sort.” 

“ You’re a trump, Ron. I’ll make it even 
for you some day. You can count it as a 
(pasting of your bread on the fvatei-s, you 
know. I’m glad you don’t think it necessary 
to prcacli what you practise. Half tlie A, 
No. I’s, who are as clear of getting into any 
scr,apc3 as a fish is of yoking liimself to a 
farmer’s plow, could never have let such an 
opening for a sermon go by.” 

He sauntered off ns bo spoke, singing a 
jolly refrain, in a tone to matcli: 

“ Then lot the wide world wag as it will. 

I’ll bo g.iy and happy still. 

Gay and happy, gay and happy. 

I’ll bo gay and happy still.” 

Perhaps Aaron’s was not the best sort of 
counsel for a youth like Victor. Certainly 
it was not such as Agatha would have 
wished her brother to listen to, Site, in her 
letters, was constantly trying to inspire him 
with some nobler aims than the mere living 
for pleasure, but all such admonitions fell 
upon him about as water does upon a pol¬ 
ished surface. So if Aaron had given ser¬ 
mons instead of such counsel as we have 
heard from him, it is probable that both 
counsel and counsellor would have appeared 
highly obnoxious to the listener. 

As it was, tbougli not on terms of close 
intimacy, Victor iiad a high respect for 
Aaron. He felt a certain pride, too, in tlie 
distinction which his classmate w.as acliiev- 
ing. He liked to hear people speak of the 
figure young Colbraith was sure to make in 
the world, belicvlug in that rising luminary 
as fully ns tho luminary believed iu himself; 
perhaps more fully. 
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PART THIRD. 

CHAPTER VII. 


FILLING THE VACANCY. 

I T was not many months after Mrs. Wil- 
braham's death when, like the war-horso 
which sraelleth the battle afar off, the 
gossip-mongers of Eastberg began to scent a 
far-off event, arlilch, however, it was too early 
to speak of save in ambiguous whisperings. 
Divested of their ambiguity, these auguries 
foretold tliat Mr. Wilbraliam would marry 
his lioiisekecper. 

For once tiro social augurs were right. 
Mrs. Colbraith had found no dlfliculty In re¬ 
establishing her influence over that gentle¬ 
man. He believed that ho had wronged her, 
and now ho was free! to repair tliat wrong. 
Tliere was no indecent haste. Tliey waited 
sometldng more than a year from the time of 
Sue’s death, and then they were quietly 
married. 

Tlie event, thougli pregnant with misery, 
was no surprise to Agatha. It was wliat she 
liad dreaded ever since tiro thouglit occurred 
to her that lier father was free to marry 
again. She liad prayed that it inlglit not bo 
permitted—had almost believed that if it 
were permitted slio could never pr.ay again; 
could never again trust to the compassion of 
an all-ruling God. Futile tire effort to arr.ay 
a puny liuman will against tiro will of the 
Infinite. Agatha owned it so, wlien what 
she liad dreaded became inevitable, and 
strove for patience to bear her burden un- 
coiu]ilalningly. 

To Victor, the news of his fatlior’s mar¬ 
riage came like a tliunderbolt. His anger 
waxed liot at tlio indignity of sucli a conneo- 
tloii. With the letter conveying t^o intelli¬ 
gence in his hand, he made a rush for 
Aaron’s room, looking very much, at his 
entrance, as if he meditated a violent on¬ 
slaught upon that peaceful studCRt. 

“So you have heard tho news?” said 
Aaron, quietly. 

“ How long have you known it?” 

“Since yesterday.” 


“ Why didn’t you tell me, pray ?” 

“I thought you would hear it soon 
enough—” 

“ Too soon by half. I thought father had 
more sense than to be wheedled into dis¬ 
gracing—” 

“Allow mo to interrupt you, Victor. You 
have a right to say what you like, of course, 
but not to me-if you chooso to say harsh 
things of my mother, I don't want to quar¬ 
rel witii you, but—” 

“I suppose a quarrel between us wont 
mend tho matter?” 

“ JTo. If it would I might be as eager for 
it as you.” 

“You I A good deal you have got to com¬ 
plain ofl” 

“ I’m not going to complain. I suppose 
the connection will be rather an .advantage 
tome than, otherwise. For aught I know, 
it may bo tho aext thing to being son of a 
king, to bo son of a king’s wife. Still, if my 
advice had been asked, I should have 
opposed it, because I should have guessed' 
that it would have heeu distasteful to you 
and Agatha.” 

“Distasteful, I should think! I would 
have moved heaven and earth to prevent it.” 

“A pretty strong mechanical force would 
be required to start the eiirth even, tliough, 
if you liad really set yourself about it, I have 
no doubt you might have gone so far beyond 
A.rchlmedes as to accomplish your under¬ 
taking. As for moving heaveii, forgive me if 
I believe that to have been beyond your 
power even.” 

“ I can bear sarcasm pretty well, but by 
Jove, AaronJ I never felt quite so much like 
punching anybody’s head, as I do yours at 
this minute.” 

“Tho article Is quite at your service. Will 
you make the trial now?” 

“No, upon second thoughts I don’t think 
I will. I believe I will bid you good-evening 
Instead.” 

“ Just as you please,” was the cool retort. 
And Victor, turning upon his heel, returned 
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to liis own apartment, wliero lie found Wirt 
Leoiiardsoii, who, seeing his friend’s rueful 
face, riislied up to him witli an air of tlio 
greatest coneern and hegan to feel his pulse. 

“ Had—bad,” pronounced the self-consti¬ 
tuted empiric, with an ominous shake of the 
head. “ Tliis is a case for pliiebotomy.” 

•‘I’il phiebotomize youl” retorted Vic, 
irascibly. 

“ Worse and worse Strong indications of 
internal cantankerosity, requiring an imme¬ 
diate application of Croton oil and ipecac- 
uanha, infused in an oyster stew, to bo 
superseded by a nicotine fumigation.” 

“ Get out with your iufernai gibberish. I 
tell you I am in no mood for trifling.” 

“Who in the dickens said you were? 
Can’t a fellow t.ike your diagonal diagnosis 
willioiit being accused of the heterogeneous 
ollence of trifling? Trifling! Let mo re¬ 
mind you. Sir Diogenes, that that is what 
tile liomogeneous wretches do, who amiiso 
themselves witli crushing eggshells. No, not 
eggshells, hut women’s licarts. It is said, 
likewise, on good authority—Josephus or 
Joe Jlillor, I don’t remember wliich—that 
women sometimes try the same thing on 
men's lioarts. Tell me, my friend, I adjure 
you, by tlie sacred Iicads of all the bivalves 
you swallowed- last night; I implore you, 
with my visual organs drenched in pickle- 
no, brine—from tlio laclirymose secretions— 
has any woman been trying it on you ?” 

“You go to tlio d—1!” 

“That is what Justin Ilartwell told mo 
Ju>t before I came hero.” 

“All old jolte. lias the well of your inven- 
ti«u gone dry, or did you break the pump- 
handle just now?” 

“ It’s only a case of economy. But seri¬ 
ously, Vic. Your face is a whole book of 
lau'ientalioiis. Are you'out of funds again ?” 

“ No.’’ 

“ Your father hasn’t failed?” 

“ No,” 

“ Is—it anything about Agatha?” 

“ It concerns her.” 

“ It. The word has a familiar sound, but 
I don't seem to catch the sense of It. What 
(i«4s ‘ it’mean?” 

“ It means marriage in this case.” 

“Marriage! Whose? Not Agatha’s?” 

“ No. I should hope not. Mrs. Colbraitb’s 
—dr Mrs. Wilbraliam, I suppose sho is now.” 

“ You doil’t mean that, Vic!” 

“ I wish I didn’t, but I do mean just that.” 

“My God! This is too bad. If I had 


known—if I had dreamed—I ought to have 
told.” 

“ Wliat did you know about it?” 

“About this marriage? That is just what 
I did not know about.” 

“ You are almost as explicit as Sairey 
Gamp, on the subject of Mrs. Harris. What, 
in the name of common sense, was it you 
ought to have told?” 

“ Well—nothing. Mrs. Colbraith hasn’t 
had a very good name in some quarters, but 
I suppose Mr. Wilbraham must have known 
that.” 

“ 0, that was all a calumny I Wash Peters 
started the stories, I bellevo. I liked JIrs. 
Colbraith well enough as a housekeeper, but 
I didn’t hanker after lier for a stepmother.” 

“ How will Agatha like it?” 

“ Not very well.” 

“ Is she coming home this vacation?” 

“No. The bridal pair”—with a wry face 
—“ are on their travels. Aggie is going to 
spend her vacation with Aunt Mallory in 
Cambridge. I am given my choice of going 
home or staying here, but 1 don’t think I 
shall do either. Aaron will go, I siqipuse, 
but I’ve got an invitation to spend the v.ao.a- 
tion with Hartwell, and I think I shall accept 
it.” 

“I wonder how Aaron feels about it?” 

“ Ho feel! I’d as soon seo the north pole 
in tears for the navigators lost in its viciiiliy. 
Aaron Colbraith was made with muscles aiid 
a hrain, hut—well, I don’t know. lie has 
contrived to put us all—father, Aggie and mo 
—under obligations to him; hpt sometimes 
I can’t help wondering wliother everylliiug 
of this sort is not done with an eye to the 
future.” 

“I can’t quite make the fellow out. lie 
appears well, .and father thinks ho is going 
to make a minister; but I’d about half .as 
soon accept the llev. Nicholas Satan’s minis¬ 
trations in holy things as the Hev. Aaron 
Colbraith’s.” 

“ I don’t think that either gentleman will 
take orders in a liurry. There isn’t anytliiug 
very had about lion, I guess, only he’s so 
confounded prudent. Whore’s Hartwell? 
Let’s get the hoys together and see what wo 
can dlsli up for fun. I feel like working oil 
my melancholy in a good rousing spree.” 

“ To the tune of ‘Away with melancholy ’ 
and ‘Don’t you cry when things get squally.’ 
I never thought I was cut out for a poet, 
but the chances are that I should make over 
into ono admirably.” 
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Victor Iiad clianged bis slippers for gaiters, 
inoainvliilo, and bis dressing-gown for a stjd- 
isli suinnier sack. Ho was not a very melan¬ 
choly looking object, certainly, as bo put bis 
arm within bis friend’s, and the pair wont 
out together in search of fun. It is the 
advantage of a temperament like his that no 
depression .aireots its el.asticity. So the 
spirits of such a person, bite truth, when 
“ crushed to earth, will rise again." 

At his ne.vt meeting with Aaron, which 
was not for two or three days, Victor apolo¬ 
gized for whatever had been oll'ensivo in his 
language at tlieir last interview, and was 
assured that nothing had been laid up against 
him. 

Their cordiality was not enhanced by the 
now relations, nor, on the other hand, was 
there any .appearance of antagonism between 
them. Aaron's allowanee was increased to 
tlie same amount as Vic’s after tlie marriage, 
but the former still lived fi ugally, and lent 
freely of his surplus funds to Vic, when there 
was need, which happened pretty often in 
the course of tlieir college career. 


CHAPTER VIH. 

AFTEK TUREE YEARS. 

All things have an end, schooldays not 
excepted. Perliaps Sirs. Wilbraham would 
liavc been willing to prolong Agatha’s indoll- 
nitely, but, since that was impossible, she 
welcomed her stepdaughter at her coming 
home with demonstrative warmth. 

Ag.atha had grown a tail stately girl. Her 
early promise of beauty had fullilied itself 
wonderfully. She was a blending of the lily 
and the rose—the lily for stateliness, tlie rose 
for sweetness, and both for beauty and grace. 
In inanners, thoiigli often thoughtful and 
serious, she was not wanting in vivacity. 
Tlicrc was nothing of the giggling maiden 
about her, laugliing senselessly at evcrytliing, 
nor, on the other hand, did she affect to bo 
superior to the enjoyment of mlional mirth. 
Time, aided by want of contact, had softened 
her old impressions of Mrs. Wilbraliam, so 
that on coming homo Agatha had been able 
to greet that lady with seeming cordiality. 
Butevery day of renewed intercourse brought 
a renewal of tlie old feelings. Mrs. Wilbra¬ 
ham was studiously kind. The girl had 
notliing to complai* of; yet try as slia would, 
she could not help distrusting, and at times 
almost loathing lier stepmother. While 
meeting constantly and e.\chaugiug the inter¬ 


course necessary between niembors of tlie 
same family witlioiit collision, botli were 
aware of an impassable gulf between tlicm. 

Agatha’s return only preceded by a week 
or two that of the college boys, now with tlie 
dignity of bacliclor of arts to support. Aaron 
had graduated with tho highest honors, as 
was to be expected, tlioiigli Wirt Leonard- 
son liad made a grand rally at tlio last, .and 
almost equalled the other. Victor came off 
with distinction, indued, but it was as being 
the greatest scapegr.ace of Ins class, -dt one 
time, truth to toll, he liad narrowly escaped 
expulsion, being saved tlierefrom only by liis 
father’s influence. 

Mr. Wilbraham was seriously disaiipointed 
in Ins son. Ho could have forgiven a little 
wildness, if Victor, liko Wirt Leonardson, 
had given proof of intellectual capacity. It 
is probable that Aaron Colbraith’s praise¬ 
worthy course liad made Victor’s, by con¬ 
trast, seem tlie more disreputable to his 
father. Tliis clfect was undoubtedly aided 
by Mrs. Wilbraliam’s artful excuses for 
Vidor’s nauglitiiicss, which were always so 
contrived as to make his sou’s career partic¬ 
ularly distasteful to her liusbaiid. So when 
the young men came homo, Aaron got tho 
warmer welcome of the two from all but 
Agatha. 

Agatha did not dislike Aaron. Slie re¬ 
tained a grateful recolleelion of his past 
services. His intellectual successes made 
lier respect him. Ho was gentlemanly and 
companion.ablo; talked well, when disposed, 
and, though never giving nor inviting coiili- 
dence, seemed friendly and in all respects 
estimable. If she could have entirely disso¬ 
ciated him and his mother in her mind, 
Agatlia tliought it probable that she would 
liavo regarded tho young man as a sort of 
demi-god; and whenever slio felt coldly to¬ 
wards him, she accused herself of being 
actuated by an iiiijnst prejudice, wliicli she 
ought to rise above, and which she was gen¬ 
erally successful in doing. 

The coming home of the young people 
brought about a season of gaycly, in which 
Wirt Leonardson and Grace frequently par¬ 
ticipated. Tills, notwitlistanding tlie fact 
that Mrs. Wilbraham liad set her face against 
these young people, never missing an oppor¬ 
tunity to hurl a dart at tlie one or tlie other. 

“That Wirt Leonardson had better join .a 
circus company. He would make an excel¬ 
lent clown, and it’s all ho ever will bo good 
for,” she observed to her husband, one day, 
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In Agntlia’a hearing. The latter, fixed tn 
her (leteriniiihtion to avoid collision, made 
no lemark, though she felt an aching desire 
that her father might undertake Wirt’s de¬ 
fence. He did nothing of tlio sort, however, 
but ratlier coincided with his wife. 

Wirt was aware of my lady’s hostility, yet 
ho did not choose on that account to discon¬ 
tinue his visits. Grace, too, was often invited 
by Agatha, so that the young people of the 
two families were much togetlier. 

It clianced, therefore, tliat on a September 
day, wlien the asters were in bloom, and the 
tuberoses oxli.aling perfume from tlieir wax¬ 
en cups, and tlie maples liad adorned tliem- 
selves in scarlet and russet, and the grapes 
on soutliern walls were ripening, Wirt, with 
a new song which he wished Agatha to 
learn, walked out from the vilhage in the 
direction of the Slate House. It was early, 
and ho was in no hurry. Meeting a loaded 
wain, he stopped for a moment’s talk with 
the driver, who avowed proudly that “ this 
was his last Jag of grain, and lucky, too, for 
his b.arns were crammed chock full of one 
sort aud another.” 

Wirt congratulated the farmer with sunny 
good-nature, adding a jest which was re¬ 
sponded to by a vociferous laugh, as the two 
separated .and went tlieir several ways; the 
farmer smiling broadly, and Wirt quietly, 
while walking on. The latter felt tliat tlio 
momentary contact had done him good; he 
could not tell how, exactly, but as matter 
attracts matter, so does mind inilucnco mind 
geni.ally or otherwise. On reaching the brow 
of a hill he stopped to look back at the far¬ 
mer, whose noisy “Haw Buck I” ho could 
still hear. A foot passenger was coming up 
the hill, walking r.apidly with a swinging, 
half-insolent tread. He was a bronze-faced, 
grizzly-bearded man, with teeth and lips dis¬ 
colored by tob.acco, and a scar, wliich his 
beard did not quite oover, across one side of 
his face. Coining up with Wirt, the man 
remarked : 

“ That’s a nobby looking place up yonder,” 
pointing to the IV'ilbraham estate, which 
occupied a commanding position half way up 
a gradual-slope ending finally in the hill 
.where the quarries were worked. 

“ Yes,” assented Wirt. 

“ Wlio’s governor up .there.?” 

“What?” 

“ I mean who’s the,owner of.tlte estate?” 

“Jlr.’Wilbraham.” 

“ 0, his name is 'Wilbrabara, is it? I 


declare, I wouldn't mind taking stock In that 
concern myself. I suppose he wouldn’t want 
to sell the property, would ho?” 

“ I presume not” 

“ I believe I slnall have to make him an 
offer tliongli, What sort of a man is lie to 
deal with ? One of the cheat-you-out-of-your- 
eye-tceth order? eh?” 

“ Mr. Wilbr.aham is a shrewd man of busi¬ 
ness, but strictly honest, I believe.” 

“ Tliat’s salubrious. Very. Glad to hear 
he’s honest. I lieard of a follow once, a Dio 
somebody. I’ve forgotten liis last name—” 

“ Hot Lewis ?” suggested Wirt 

“ No, it wasn’t Lewis. Tlie cliap, whoever 
he was, went poking about with a lantern 
through the streets of Boston, trying to find 
an honest man. They do say there wasn't 
one in the whole lot to bless Iiis eyes with.” 

“B.ad for Boston,” iaiiglicd Wirt. 

“Tliat’s so. But this Mr. Wilhraliam— 
he’s lionest you say. Got much of a family?” 

“ Two children only.” 

“No wife?” 

“ O yes I and his wife has one son, Aaron 
Colbralth.” 

“ Most likely she was a widow when ho 
married her. Was tliat long ago?” 

“About three years.” 

“ Well, it’s a pretty place. Gad, I think I 
must try to strike up a bargain with this 
Mr.—wlist did you s.ay liis namo is?” 

“ Wilbnaham.” 

" Wilbrahain. Much obliged.” 

The stranger took out a cigar, liglited a 
match by drawing it briskly across his coat- 
sleeve, nodded to Wirt, and passed on. Ho 
had in no respect the aiipearauco of a man 
wlio might become the purcliaser of so v.alu- 
ablo a place as Mr. Wilbraham's. He was 
cheaply, almost sliabbily dressed. Tlien the 
cigar he had liglited was a villaiiously 0 . 1(1 
one, judging from its odor. These facts were 
no real proof of poverty, it is true. With 
some men they would not even linvo been 
presumptively so. But something about this 
person had given Wirt tlio impression tliat if 
he had been really the man of woaltli he 
pretended to be, tlie outward presentment 
would have been different. 

Wirt, we have said, was in no hurry. Ho 
met Dr. Layard, and stopped to talk with 
him. Ho liad some thoiiglit of entering tliat 
physician’s office fully half an hour after lie 
had seen his new acquaintance turn into tlio 
winding way ieading to the State House, 
before he liiraself entered the same shady 
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patl). Tho sliado ended a little before the 
house was reached^ and here a sudden gust 
of wind rcraoved Wirt’s hat and whisked it 
off to a distant part of the grounds, he fol¬ 
lowing, with a great delight in the chase. It 
was lu the vicinity of a densely-sheltered 
siunmcr-houso that his recreant head-gear 
was recovered; and w'hilo brushing the dust 
from it, he heard a voice, unmistakably Mrs. 
Wilbrabam’s, saying in an intense, though 
not a loud tone: 

“I tell you, Dan, I haven’t got the money, 
I never have largo sums at my command.” 

You’ll have to got it, though,” said anoth¬ 
er voice, whicli Wirt also recognized, it being 
that of tho stranger ho had talked with on 
the road that afternoon. 

“ Humph!” thought Wirt, hurrying away. 
“ Tills is as good as a smoked glass for look¬ 
ing at an eclipse. My roadside acquaintance 
wanted an excuse for getting Into the house, 
did he? That’s the secret of his wonderful 
interest in tho property.” 

Wirt approached the house by the nearest 
path, and being admitted, found Agatha with 
Grace, who was spending tho day with her 
friend, at the piano practising a duet. They 
both rose at his entrance, and Agatha gave 
hill) her hand with a frank jiloased smile. 

“Don’t let me interrupt your playing,” said 
Wirt. 

“You do not,” replied Agatha. “If wo 
began with any Orphean inspiration it was 
quite spent before you came in.” 

“Then you wouldn’t undortako winning a 
soul from Pluto with divinest strains?” 

“Unless tlie impetus come with tho occa¬ 
sion I sliould not care to make tlio effort.” 

“Ifyouh.ave an affair of lliat sort that 
you want attended to, wo will do our best, 
tliough,” lauglied Grace. “ Uas Pluto car¬ 
ried off your Eurydicc?” 

“I should like to catch him at it!” declared 
the young man, in a blustering, robustious 
piauiier, 

“ Did you go to college to learn to talk 
big?” questioned Grace, railingly. “You 
might have learned that at hoiue by studying 
the part of Jack Falstaff.” 

“Do you know what becomes of mockers? 
There were some of that class once, who 
cried, * Go up, Bald-head P and the bears 
came out of tho woods and ato them up, 
even to the brass shcatbs on tho end of their 
shoe-strings.” 

“I believe tho shoe-strings is an interpola¬ 
tion,” said Agatha. “ I always thought that 


was an invention of a later time. If Wirt is 
an adept at talking big, he ought to have 
been here a little while ago, oughtn’t he, 
Grace ?” 

“ Why?” asked the young man, cnriously. 

“ There has been a man here who wiuUcil 
to buy tho place. Ho got quite angry be¬ 
cause papa refused to sell it.” 

“Yes,” chimed in Grac.e; “his violence 
quite frightened mo, and so it did Mrs. Wil- 
braham, I know, for slie grew as wlilto as a 
piece of marble. Tlio men were in tho 
library, with tho door open, so that we could 
hear nearly all tliat was said. Mr. Wilbra- 
hain got vexed at last and ordered the man 
out of tlie liouse.” 

“Smoked glass again,” thought Wirt, who 
however was Iiindered from replying by tho 
entrance of Aaron Colbraith. Uls coming 
called a quick blush into Grace’s face, which 
she turned to a window to conceal. 

“ Let’s have a game of croquet,” proposed 
Agatha. 

All agreeing, they went out to the ground. 
This was at sonic distance, the land immedi¬ 
ately about tbc house being too sloping and 
uneven for croquet. Grace and Aaron led 
tho way. Agatha was detained a moment 
by one of tho servants, and Wirt waited to 
accompany her. 

The years since wc met her last Iiad added 
nothing but loveliness and sweetness to 
Grace Leonardson. Tliero was, it may be, 
some suggestion of infantile preltincss in her 
face. Yet she was by no means a character¬ 
less person. Trustful, impulsive, aflcctionate, 
pitiful for ail manner of woes, and anxious 
to take upoji herself tlie whole burden of 
their nprootal, tlio Inlieritress of stern creeds 
with whicli her imliilgent heart was forever 
at war. Sncii was the young lady now walk¬ 
ing at Aaron Colbraith’s side, and stopping 
anon to pluck some pansies from the bed 
where, blooming in velvety splendor, Grace 
declared that they were “making eyes at 
her.” 

“Little darlings! I love them. Don’t 
you?” she said, holding np her fiowovs. 

Aaron laid his hand upon the hand that 
held them, and seemed to examine tho clus¬ 
ter attentively. 

“I like violets better,” he said,then. “They 
are so much like some one that I know.” 

“Agatha, I suppose,” suggested Grace, with 
a crimsoning check. 

“ is like tlieso,” returned Aaron. 

“ I can’t say much for your taste if you like 
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violets bottcr than you do pansios,” returned 
Grace. “See what bright intelligent faces 
tlioy liavo.“ 

“ I see a brigiit intelligent face—a beauti- 
tid face, too, and very sweet withal, but it 
does not belong to tlie pansies,” aflirined tiie 
young man, looking intently at licr. I tliinlc 
lie must liavo been on tlio point of forgetting 
a declaration lie li,ad made once to tlie effect 
tliat lie slioiild liave no time for love-making 
for tlie next fifteen years. Undoubtedly 
Grace Lconardson was a sullicient excuse for 
suoli forgetfulness, liowever. 

“ It must be in fancy’s eye tliat you sea 
Biich a face,” protested Grace, laughing faint¬ 
ly, and wisliiiig that.her clieeks would not 
grow so Iiot and red. 

“In fancy’s oyol I have sometimes 
llioiight so, too. I liavo wondered whetlier 
anything so sweet and perfect can liavo a 
real existence. Hut all my senses assure mo 
that slio is a veritable fact. I iiave seen iier 
feed upon bre.ad and meat, like the rest of us 
grosser mortals. I liave listened to Iior voice 
in speecli, and song, and Iieavenly iaugliter. 
The cre.ature of the fancy is impalpable, but 
tins being I can put out my hand and toucli,’ 
laying a finger against her glowing cheeks. 
“ No. It is not in fancy’s eye that I seo her. 
Slie is here, and her name, sweet and lovely 
like herself—is Grace. Grace, tlie lovely and 
tlie beloved. Does she love, too?” 

“She has just told you that she loves the 
pansies,” rejoined Grace, striving hard for 
playful indifference of tone, 

“She told me so. But her love is too 
precious to be wasted on inaniinate objects. 
‘Towliom much is given, from liitii much 
shall be required.’ Is there not such a say¬ 
ing as that? It seems to have a familiar 
sound. Lot the much that is given, be my 
love for you. The much th.at is required, 
your love for me. I am liasty in speaking to 
you thus, pcrliaps, but toll me, have I spoken 
in vain ?” 

“ I fear j'ou arc jesting with me, or else—” 

“Je.stiiigf Could I jest upon such a sub¬ 
ject? Now, what else?” 

“ Or else that you may have seen—I moan 
been led to think—that I care for you, and 
so have spoken out of pity.” 

“ I should never talk to a woman of love 
for whom I felt only pity. I am not gener¬ 
ous enough for that. Perhaps a generous 
man in my position would not liave spoken 
to you at all. It will be years before I can 
marry. I liave ambition; I must have wealth, 


position, and it is all to bo gained in a single 
hand-to-hand light with the world—perhaps 
with the llesh and devil, too. You seo, Grace, 
what I have set before me. It is going to bo 
hard work and no phay. Idleness, ple,asui'e, 
Belf-pampering, will do for a soft-skiniied gos¬ 
soon like Victor Wilbraham, whose inherit¬ 
ance was m.ado ready for him before ho was 
born, but such things are not for me. So, 
Grace, I caiinot ask you to name an early 
day for our marriage. Love in a collage 
would not suit me. I should not like to see 
my pretty Wildwood violet bending over the 
suds, or making her hands red and dingy 
with washing dishes. But I cannot deny 
myself the indulgence, the compensation, tlie 
ineilable happiness of hearing from her own 
lips that she loves me, and will wait for me. 
Will she say it, Grace?” 

“ She loves you. She will w.ait for you to 
the end of time, if need be,” was the answer, 
in a low fervid tone. 

Woman’s love, and especially that of a wo¬ 
man like Grace Lconardson, is not apt at 
discerning motes in the eye of the object 
loved. Otherwise it might liave occurred to 
Grace that Aaron Colbrailli’s was a self-seek¬ 
ing love, caring little for any one’s liappiness 
but his own.' “ Through a glass darkly.” 
That is an essentially liunian mode of vision, 
and partieularly favored by lovers, who, nev¬ 
ertheless, following the light of their own 
feelings, imagine themselves walking in light 
ineffable, 

A little lime was given to raptures and en- 
dearnients, wbich the sheltering shrubbery 
permitted. Then Aaron said, somewhat 
hesitatingly: 

“ I don’t know wliellior I have a right to 
ask it, but I sliould like our engagcnient to 
bo kept secret for a little while. Tlie trutli 
is, I think my mother would oppose it, and 
she is—well—very determined. If you arc 
willing—” 

“ I should like to tell my father, and Wirt,, 
and Agatha—” 

“And Tom, Dick and Harry, and that dear 
old soul, JIrs. Grundy. Tliere, Grade dear, 
I ought not to have said that. You know it 
was in jest. You shall tell whom you like, 
of course. Y'et—it is all my foolish pride, I 
know—I should be glad to show that I am 
capable of making my way in the world be¬ 
fore this is known.” 

" No one doubts tliat, I think. But it sliall 
be as you wisli. I will not speak of our eu- 
g.agement until you give mo leave.” 
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“ Tliank you, Grace. If you find the so- 
ciotburdensome, I will .'ibsolvo you from it 
■'ll .iny time, you know.” 

“Are you overcoming, there?” c-illed Wirt, 
imimliently, from the croquet ground, which 
be .md Agatha, taking a nearer w.ay, iiad 
re.ichcd some time before. “ We were begin¬ 
ning to think that you ought to have t.akeii a 
guide along witli you.” 

“We have been botanizing a liltie. I be¬ 
lieve you did not take botany wlien you were 
in ciillcge,” roturncd Aaron, indifl’erently. 

“ Xot I. Tlie regular course was enough for 
me. Wliat color will you take,red or white?” 

“Wliito. Agatlia plays with you, I suir- 
po.se. Jiiss Grace and I are going to beat 
you. Please to remember tliat I told you so.” 

“ Boast not. Tliere w.as once a bragging 
Pliilistine of tlie name of Goliath—” 

“Don’t, Wirt,” interposed Grace, reprov. 
iiigly, “ I don’t like to hear Bible characters 
quoted in jest.” 

“ I tliouglit Goliatli might bo common prop¬ 
erty for saint or sinner. Tlie ministers are 
alff.ays wliipping each otlier off witlr Bible 
wit, but if you insist upon it we'll leave tlio 
wliole field for tlicm. Your play, Grace. O, 
tliank you for le.aviiig your ball so convenient¬ 
ly for me. I’ll try to turn it to very good ac¬ 
count before I have done with it.” 

In trutli, Grace was pl.ayitig badly, tliough 
she usually excelled in this game. One or 
two shots made with an unsteady hand at 
the beginning, proved disastrous, and, after¬ 
wards, liaviiig lost confidence in licrself, she 
failed to retrieve. Her opponents were quick 
to seize tlieir advantage. Aaron tried in 
vain to conceal liis aimoyance. Failure oven 
in trifling matters was intensely galling to 
liini. Tlien he Iiad indiscreetly boasted be- 
forcli.ind of victory in tins game. To lose it, 
witli Ids overstrained ideas of the ignominy 
of failure, would bo niortifying in tiie ex¬ 
treme. Wlien he got tlie play into ids own 
liaiids lie resolved to pusli tilings vigorously, 
but a splitting stroke in wiiieli lie iiad never 
missed before, failed deplorably, and after 
tliat tlie game was easily won by ids oppo¬ 
nents. A muttered exclamation, wiiich 
sounded very much as if it might have be¬ 
gun witii a d and ended witli a personal pro¬ 
noun of two letters, escaped his lips wlien 
Ids sliot missed. 

" We are going to bo beaten,” said Grace, 
who felt uncomfortably conscious of Aaron’s 
annoyance and of her own bad playing, 

“It appears so.” 


“Weil, somebody must win. It might as 
well be they as us, I suppose.” 

“Do you think so? I am not used to 
failure.” 

. “lam sorry I played so badly,” apologized 
Grace, who was almost ready to cry. 

“So am—what did you say? Tli.at you 
played badly? Ah no. Luck was against us 
this time. Fortunes of war, you know.” 

Grace, looking across tlie ground, now 
saw Mrs. Wilbraham approacidng tlieni. 

“ Wliat a handsome woman your mother 
is,” said tlie girl. “ I think she must iiave 
been a wonderful beauty when slie was 
younger. IIow mucli your father must Iiave 
admired lier.” 

Aaron swung ids mallet with sudden force, 
striking a ball wliicli he sent spinning off the 
ground. 

“ I beg your pardon. What were you say¬ 
ing?” lie said, hastily. 

Mrs. Wilbr.aham’s .approacii relieved Grace 
from the necessity of repeating her remark. 

“Are you busy. Bonny?” inquired that 
matron, nodding slightly to Grace and Wirt. 

“ Not very,” replied Aaron. 

“ Tlien will you please to come witli me ? 
Agatha, my dear, the wind is blowing up raw 
and cool. Do you tliink it prudent for you 
to be out? You know you h.ave had a cold 
for a day or two.” 

“Doyou feel chilly? Why did you not 
bring a shawl?” inquired Wirt, with sudden 
concern. “ Do let me rim and get you—a 
rabbit skin—or something of that sort—to 
wrap you up in.” 

“ Pr.ay don’t rush into danger for my sake,” 
laugiied Agatlia. “ Was killing a hare among 
the twelve labors of Ilerculcs?” 

“Ask Aaron. Do knows what all learning 
and all science knows.” 

“ It may have been, though if it was, his¬ 
torians iiave made a slight mistake, probably 
tiiat of substituting for it the Lerniean 
Hydra” replied Aaron, walking away witli 
Mrs. Wilbr.aliam when he had spoken. 

Tlie others returned to the house soon af¬ 
terwards to learn the song Wirt iiad brouglit. 
When that was done, ho and Grace made 
their parting bows, and went home, both 
with matter for reflection in their niiiids. 
Wirt concerning tlie man he had Iieard 
called Dan that afternoon; Grace toiicliing 
tlie new relations between herself and Aaron 
Colbraith, for wliich blessing, descending 
upon her young life, she felt that she could 
never thank God enough. 
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*'With what Measure ye Mete.” 

Br BESIEB EAIiLG, - 
PART FOURTH. 


CHAPTER IS. 

MOTUER AND SON. 

M rs. WILBRAUAM and Aaron, on 
leaving the croquet-ground, kept 
silence until out of hearing of those 
from wliom tlicy had Just parted. Then the 
woman inquired, rather sharply: 

“■What have you been saying to Grace 
Eeonardson this afternoon f ” 

Aaron changed color and looked annoyed. 
“If you c.xpect a faithful account of all I 
say, you had better keep a reporter on my 
track,” ho replied, after a moment’s hesitation. 

“Bahl There is no use In your taking 
that tone with me. As it happens, though, 
the reporter’s services would have been quito 
superfluous to-day. I was on your track 
myself, and heard so much that I »ould 
easily guess the rest. But It wont do, Ron. 
There is too much depending. This girl has 
nothing. You can’t aflbrd to give up so 
much for a b,aby face. All your talk about 
making your own way In the world will do 
for show. It Is very fine in theory, but when 
you come to put it hr practice you stand a 
fair cliance of making of yourself, ns Byron 
says 

-‘ one the more 

To baffled millions who have gone before.’ 

A short cut to fortune Is always best. You 
will marry Agatlia. I hate the girl, but that 
don’thinder herbeingngood match foryou.” 

“How do you know tliat she will marry 
me?” 

“ Sire will do what her Hither tells her, and 
I can manage him in this affair.” 

Aaron pulled a head of grass and broke 
the stem into inch pieces, walking on in 
silence meanwhile. 

“ There’s another thing, Aaron. I’ve got 
to have some money—more than you or I 
cither have got—between now and to-mor¬ 
row morning. I think I can got It for this 
time, but the demand is liable to bo repeated. 
I can't ask for it without creating suspicion, 
and that must be avoided at all hazards. 


What I want Is, that you should put yourself 
in a position to help mo out when those 
demands come. If you marry Agatha, you 
will bo made a partner in. the works, of 
course, and will have command of what 
sums you please. The chances are, that in 
the end the whole thing will come into your 
hands. Vic is fast wearing out his father's 
patience. I shouldn’t be surprised at a rup¬ 
ture between them any day. You are not a 
fool, and can, of course, see where your inter¬ 
ests lie. I’d as soon it should bo the Lcoii- 
nrdson girl ns the other, if the question was 
only between them. I don’t love either of 
them any too well. But I like money, and 
so do you. He’s a bad mariner that don’t 
trim his sails to suit the weather. Well, are 
you convinced?” 

Aaron plucked another head of grass, 
broke it, and flung the parts impatiently 
away. 

“ This demand for money,” he said, then, 
“ can it not bo resisted ?” 

“ Would you advise mo to take the oon- 
scqu'enccs?” 

“Who Is it?” 

“Seeker.” 

“ I wish the man was in—” 

“So do I—that Is, if the place you were 
about to mention is a sufliclently remote and 
uncomfortalile one. You will have to see 
him. I daro not risk another meeting, I 
believe Wirt Leonardson came near stum¬ 
bling upon us this afternoon.” 

“ You should avoid such risks.” 

“I intend to be cautious. I suppose you 
know that Vic is coming home to-night?” 

“ No.” 

“Yes. Ho will come home In debt, of 
course. He always does. If I have any in¬ 
fluence in a certain quarter, tliere’il be an 
end of some things soon. Tlien you can 
make all sure. You’ll be in the way of be¬ 
ing the richest man In the country. That's 
a little different from— Well, what do you 
s.ay?” 

“ I wonder if there re.ally is a devil?” 


[Entered acevrdins to .Vet of Congress, fn thoyenr IStl.by TiioMESA Taloot, Boston, Mnss.,In the Oflfceoftbe 
Llbrnrlnn of Congress. Washington.] 
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Tlio woman laughed a scornful laugh. 

“ I don't see how that concerns us,” sho 
obserred. 

“I dare say not. I will think of what you 
have said. Is there anything else?” 

“ Nothing else now, I believe.” 

“ Then I will leave you to walk back alone.” 

“ Como up to my room after supper. I 
shall want to see you then. And don’t be 
gone too long. It will bo no more than 
brotherly for you to bo at home to welcome 
Vie when ho comes. Besides, It has a good 
effect to keep the contrast between you and 
the prodigal before his father’s eyes.” 

To this Aaron made no reply, but started 
off In a direction contrary to that his motiicr 
was pursuing. His blood was boiling. He 
felt,na if ho were possessed of more devils 
than the number cast out of one o,f old. Yet 
the spirit of resistance to evil was not dead 
witliin him. lie know the right, and ad¬ 
mired it, too. Knowing this, ho might still 
the wrong pursue, but, if he did, it would not 
be altogether willingly. 


CHAPTER X. 

PATUEIt Ann SON. 

' ViOTon, who had been away for a week, 
came that night, as was e.\pected. Some¬ 
thing of the young man’s easjj buoyancy was 
gone, tlioy all felt, thmigli ho l.'uighed as 
frequently and louder than was his wont. 

After supper Mr. Wilbr.aham withdrew to 
the library to read tho daily papers—his in¬ 
variable custom—-and Victor soon followed 
him thither. Tlie former laid down his 
newspaper, took off his glasses, which he held 
in his hand, and looked at his son. Tho 
latter fidgeted with his watch chain, and 
seemed to be suffering from embarrassment. 
Something he felt compelled to answer to 
his father’s questioning eyes, however, and 
ho finally blurted out; 

"Have you got a few hundreds by you that 
yon can let me have?” 

“ For what purpose?” 

“ To p.ay a debt or two.” 

“I supposed so. There seems to bo no 
hope of your wanting money to embark in 
any kind of business. You are a gr,aceles3 
spendthrift. You had two liundred dollars 
when you went to Boston a week ago. But 
of course that was not enough to last you 
homo.” 

“ It would have been, but I went to see a 
race at the Riverside Park—” 


“And betted?" 

“Yes.” 

“ I told you some time ago,” Mr. Wilbra- 
ham declared, with stern severity, “thatIf 
you ever contracted any gaming or betting 
debts, you would have to pay them wltliout 
my help. You know my opinion of such 
courses. It Is enough for mo to support you 
in idleness and extr.avagnnco. Tour vices, if 
you contract them, you roust pay for yourself.” 

“ But, father,” rejoined Victor, reddening 
and paling by turns, “ tills debt is already 
made, and I have no way of p.aying it.” 

“ What is the amount?” 

“ Eight liundred dollars.” 

“ That very sum ’’—going to his desk and 
taking out a package of bills—" I received 
to-day for the sale of a piece of land bought 
three years ago with lialf tho money. Dur¬ 
ing those three years I liavo carefully im¬ 
proved the property, expending more money, 
besides the thinking and plauiiing necessary 
to that end. Shall I now throw the whole 
amount received by its sale into the gutter? 
or, what is still worse, give it to encourage 
you in a career of vice and folly, breaking 
my solemn word, too, in doing so? You 
ought to know roe better than to expect it, 
Victor.” Ho replaced tho package, locked 
tho desk, and returned to his scat, his face 
hard and immovable. 

“ Tlien you will not help mo out of this 
scrape?” 

“ I am sorry that you have got into the 
scrape, but the responsibility is your own. 
There Is no need of multiplying words upon 
the subject.” 

Victor got up, hesitated a moment, as if 
debating with hitnscif whether It was best to 
try anotlier appeal, sighed deeply, and with 
unsteady steps walked from tho rooni.i In 
tho hall, which from soino cause was not 
lighted, he ran against Mrs. Wilbrahaiii. 

“ Why, Vic I how yon frigliteiied me,” 
said tho latter. "I wonder what blow the 
light out? It must have been the wind, 
though, I suppose.” 

“I suppose so. Do you ’know where 
Aaron Is ?” 

“ In his room, L think.” 

Victor went up stairs; Aaron’s room was 
oil tho opposite side of tho hall from his own. 
Ho knocked at tho door, and was Imme¬ 
diately admitted. 

“In trouble, Vic?. How pale you arc I Is 
it another money dlillculty?” said Aaron, 
with an air of concern. 
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“ Of course,” answered the other, hruskly. 

“Aren’t you going In a little deep? Can 
I do anything to help you?” 

“ No. It’s beyond your depth this time— 
the main dilDculty, that is—but if you can 
let me have fifty lioll.’irs. I’ll be miicll obliged 
to you. I’m going away from liomo in tlio 
morning.” 

“ Wliero are you going?” 

“ To tlio dogs, probably. Fattier may see 
the time tliat lie’ll be sorry for this night’s 
work.” 

“I wouldn’t do anything rasli,” advised 
Aaron, ptaciug tlie sum Vie Iiad asked for in 
Ills liand. 

“Rash? I don’t suppose I siiall do any- 
tliing worse tlian breaking into a bank or 
forging a note, or some trille of tliat sort,” 
returned Victor, witli a reckless laugli. 
“ Mncli obliged to you, Aaron. ‘A friend in 
need is a friend indeed,’ tliey say. Good-by, 
if X don’t SCO you again. I sliall probably bo 
stirring pretty early in t)ie morning; and 
please don’t mention tliat I’m going.” 

Aaron promised silence, and Vic crossed 
tlie hall to ills own room. Agatlia, wlio had 
been waiting uneasily for a elianco to speak 
to her brotlier, soon fidiowed Iiiiii tliillier. 
Slic found Iilni moody and indisposed to 
t.alk. lie would tell tier notiiiiig about ids 
difiiculties, wliicli, however, slie feared were 
very serious. 

“ I didn’t come to scold yon, Vic,” site 
said, on leaving liim; “ but I almost tliink it 
would have been tlie making of you if yon 
liad been a poor man’s son. I am sure yon 
liave tlio power to do solnetliing, if you were 
spiiiTod to It by necessity. I liave always 
believed in you, and I always sliall. So,” 
lialfiii jest and half in earnest, “I liopo you 
will liave a little care of my idol, tliat I don’t 
liiid it clay.” 

To licr great surprise Victor flung Iiis 
licad down upon his hands and burst into 
tears. 

“rerliaps you liave done me good,” re¬ 
turned Vic, composing liimself with an effort. 

“ I will, at least, reinembor tliat tliere Is ono 
wlio believes in nio. I am tired now, and 
am going to bed early. Good-nlglit, Aggie.” 

She returned liis “good-niglit,” accompa¬ 
nying it with a kiss, and tlicii went down, 
hoping to And lier fatlier still in the library. 
Slie heard him in the back-parlor, however, 
talking with Mrs. Wilbrahaiii, and did not 
caro to Interrupt tlioir tete-a-teto. Throwing 
open the hall-door, slio looked out Into tho 


night. Tlio little pond below tho lioiiso 
looked like a beaming eye in tho full moon- 
Ilglit. The wind had gone down, and tho air 
had <1 hint of frost. 

“ I must take care of my tuberoses, or I 
sliall lose them,” tlionght Agatha, shivering 
a little ns she felt the prick of the sliarp air. 

She reniembored having seen a couple of 
deep b.askets in an outhouse that day, and 
thought they would serve as covering for lier 
plants. Slie brought them, accordingly, and 
carried tliera into tho garden. Tlio tube¬ 
roses wore in a border at the end of a long 
walk. 

“ Tliere, you beauties,” said Agatha, tnriu 
lug tlie baskets over them; “ now please say 
‘ Thank you,’ for tlie shelter I have provided. 
Not very elegant, I admit, but it wont do to 
be fastidious In a case of life and death.” 

Having performed her task, slie felt in no 
hurry to go back, but stood leaning against 
the paling, looking aroniid iior witli the in¬ 
different glance ono bestows upon a land¬ 
scape every feature of which is familiar. 
Suddenly slie sniffed tho air, detecting in it 
the odor of a clieap cigar. This surprised 
her a little, as tlie garden was not near the 
'public street, and no one seemed to bo in tlio 
grounds but herself. But the next ininiito 
slie discovered, or tliought she did, at least, 
tlie figures of two men standing quite stiff 
and still ill some slirubbery at a 111 tie dis¬ 
tance. Her first Impulse was of fear, and 
slie began retracing lier steps at a quick run. 
Then she chided herself for cowardice, 
stopped, and examined tlie suspected spot 
attentively. Tlio two figures were no longer 
visible. Trembling a little, slie left tlio path, 
and walked vigorously towards tho clump of 
shrubbery. Just then a man started out of 
its shadow, giving her a violent frlglit, but 
she immediately recognized Aaron Colbraith. 
The odor of tho bad cigar was still plainly 
perceptible. 

“I didn’t know that you smoko, Aaron,” 
said Agatlia. 

“ I’m not iiincii in tlie habit of it, but I 
had a cigar given mo to-d.ay, and I thought I 
would try it,” replied tho youug man. “ I 
hope I didn’t frighten you.” 

“A little. I thought I saw two men in 
the shrubbery a few moments ago. Was it a 
case of doiible vision, or only the transfigur¬ 
ing effect of moonlight?” 

“ Tlio latter, probably. Moonlight is very 
illusive. I wonder if that is why it is so 
highly in favor with lovers?” 
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“I dure say,” said Agatlia, lightly. 

“Where is your shawl? You are notout 
licre without it?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ What a earelesa girl you are. I feel well 
disposed to scold you. You must go into 
the house dirootly.” 

“Are you coming too? I think I could 
heat you at a game of chess.” 

“ I should like to accept your oluallenge, 
but the truth is, I do not feel quite well. I 
bolievo another whiff or two of that odious 
cigar would have made me sick.” 

“ It is something now for you to bo in dan¬ 
ger of. re,aping the penalty of folly. You are 
always so circumspect. If it were not for 
suggesting an unpleasant comparison be¬ 
tween myself and a certain class of persons 
said to bo always glad of misebief, I could bo 
almost pleased to see you suffer a little from 
the effects of your indidgenco.” 

“Don’t l.aiigb at me, I beg of you.” 

“ Then I will wish that your next cigar 
may agree with you better.” 

She flitted aw.ay as she spoke, a half smile 
upon her face, and he ground ins heel down 
into the hard gravel upon which ho stood, 
muttering between set teeth, “I wonder if 
all villains feel ns I do when they have an 
ugly job on hand? It is a pity I bad not 
been made a little better or a little worse.” 

“ It is In your power to make yourself 
better or worse,” wtis the p.arallcl thought 
that ranged Itself along beside the other. 


CHAPTEU XI, 

MISCUIEF. 

On reaching the house, Agatha learned 
that her father had retired. So, resolving to 
find some chance of speaking to him in the 
morning about Victor’s affairs, she went to 
her room, where, having taken down and 
loosely braided her hair, she brushed her 
teeth, treated lierself to her nightly bath and 
went to bed. 

Sometime in the night she awoke out of 
an unpleasant dream, to find herself shaking 
with an aguish terror, which the dream had 
left upon Iter. This impreesion she could 
not throw off easily. So, remembering 
Franklin’s prescription of air bathing for 
wakefulness, she got up and went to a win¬ 
dow. Here, from the reflection upon olflects 
outside, she could see that the library w.as 
lighted, which she thought rather strange at 
that hour. The illumination soon disap¬ 


peared, however, and she beard cautious 
steps coming up the stairs and going on to 
Victor’s room; hoard the click of bis latch 
in opening and shutting the door; then the 
silence belonging to night resumed its sway. 
Agatha felt considerably disturbed at what 
she had seen and heard, but forgetting it at 
length, went to sleep, and slept soundly 
until morning. 

Mr. Wilbr.aham, meanwlille, had felt ill at 
ease since the last night’s Interview wilb his 
son. In a conversation with his wife before 
retiring, bis anger against that young spend¬ 
thrift iiad risen to a high pitch, but his 
dreams wore haunted by Victor’s despairing 
face, and the morning found him inclined to 
greater leniency. lie was naturally a posi¬ 
tive, but not a harsh man. Perhaps he 
remembered, too, that even he had not 
been strong against temptation. 

“ For once I will pay his betting debts, but 
it sh.all be the last time,” the father resolved, 
in silent compromise with himself. Directly 
bo went to his desk In the library, where 
the money received from the previous day's 
sale of property liad been deposited. The 
money w.as gone. Ho turned over the con¬ 
tents of the desk hastily, thinking that he 
must have overlooked the parcel, but no. It 
certainly was not there. At this moment 
Agatha came in. 

“ I am glad to find you here, papa,” she 
said. “ Do you know whore Victor Is? I 
cannot find him anywhere, and I am greatly 
worried about him. I know he was In trou¬ 
ble when he came home, and last night ho 
must have been very restless, for I heard 
him down hero in the dead of night; and 
now he Is not to be found. What does it all 
mean, papa?” 

“ I hope in God’s name that it does not 
mean what I fear it does!” said Mr. Wilbra- 
bam, wlio bad grown strikingly pale. 

“Is It anything about Victor? He must 
have left home in the night, I think,” said 
Mrs. Wllbraham, standing in the door. “His 
vidlse is gone and some of Ids clothes. I 
suppose you knew that he was going, did 
you not? Ho told Aaron, though,! believe, 
that you would repent of last night’s work, 
and maybe he has stolon away without your 
knowledge, to punish yon.” 

“ It is true, then,” groaned hfr. Wilbra- 
ham. “ It is my son who is the thief. No, 
ho Is not my son! I disow'n hliii from this 
hour.” 

“Victor a thief! I could never have 


Reproduced with permission of the copyright owner. Further reproduction prohibited without permission. 



believed il; though I knew, to bo sure— 
What is it he 1ms taken?’* 

''The eight hundred dollars I put in this 
desk yesterday.’^ 

“ But he did not know of its being there.” 

" Yes. He saw it here last night. Tliero 
is no room for doubt, unfortunately.” 

“I cannot believe it, papa,” said Agatha. 

“Why not? The step from recklessness 
to crime Is easy enough. Now let us hear 
no more about it, nor him.” 

“But I loved him so, p.apa.” 

Yes, that was iU Victor a thief, when 
she loved him so? It was quite impossible. 
A very womanly style of argument, but it 
seemed conrlusive to her. Like another 
tender and faithful slster—O, shame on the 
woman who could seek to throw the smirch 
of infamy over such aii afTociIon I— 

“7/cr soft hc.art refused to discover 
The faults that so many could find.” 

There w.as mystery and darkness, it is 
true, The coincidences were striking. But 
Victor never took the money. That opin¬ 
ion “ fire could not melt out of her.” Where, 
then, was Victor? Surely he would write to 
her. With palpitating eagerness, as the days 
went on, she watched Per news of him. 
Every letter that came for her cost her a fit 
of trembling, ending in disappointment when 
she failed to discover his writing upon the 
outside, Tlie Ijope deferred whicli inakcth 
the heart sick began to be her daily portion. 

Aaron encouraged her in the belief that 
Victor was innocent, though less from con¬ 
viction, she feared, tlian out of consideration 
fur lier. Aaron was now agent at the slate 
works. It was a disappointment to Mr. 
Leonardson, doubtless, but the young man 
had decided not to become a minister. The 
new agent discovered uncommon executive 
ability, and the business prospered in his 
liands. Mr. Wilbraham was never weary of 
praising his new assistant. 

“Aaron Is a splendid follow, Agatha. I 
could not get on at all without him. Young 
men in general are so worthless now-a-days 
that It is really refreshing to find one who is 
neither knave nor fool,” he said, once, 

" I trust we know several of that sort,’* 
returned Agatha. 

“It would puzzle you to mention them, 
though, I suspect. How, for instance, will 
you head the list of your * several?’ ” 

“I do not think,” said the girl,blushing 
slightly, “ that Wirt Leonardson is cither 
knave or fool.” 


“A compound of both would perhaps de¬ 
scribe him most Atly.” 

“ What reason have you for saying that, 
papa ?” 

“Any young man must be such, I think, 
who, wlillc professing the greatest friendship 
for a young lady of his acquaintance, does 
not hcsilate to couple her name with slan¬ 
derous epithets.” 

“ IT.as Wirt Leonardson done this?” 

“ lie h.as.” 

“ Who Is the lady?” 

“Agatha Wilbr.aham.” 

“ I think you must bo deceived. Wirt 
Leonardson would never have done that.” • 

“ I am not deceived. My informant was an 
car-witness to bis words.” 

“ Who was your informant? 

“ That I am not at liberty to tell. It w.'w 
a friend of yours and of mine. He thought 
we ought to be on our guard against such a 
person, and I agreed with him entirely.” 

Tlie s.ime evening Wirt Leonardson came 
to call at Mr. Wilbrahain’s, and asked for 
Agatha. She was In her room, and did not 
come down, but sent him the following note 
inste.ad: 

“WiuT Leoxaudson,— Sir; Your con¬ 
science will tell you why I refuse to see you 
now, or ever again, except as wo may meet 
unavoidably, and then it must be as stran¬ 
gers. Aoatua.” 

This Wirt endorsed with: 

“ 3[y conscience acquits me. An enemy 
hath done this. Tell me, at least, of what I 
am accused. Whit.” 

Agatha could not on the spur of the m.o- 
ment think of anything, at once laconic and 
crushing, to reply to this. Something she 
wrote and lore it up. Tlien tried again and 
was equally unsuccessful.. Finally she de¬ 
termined to go down and tell him what it 
w'as tliat he was accused of, with a lingering 
half-hope that in spite of all ho might bo able 
to prove himself innocent. When she 
readied the head of the stairs she saw that 
he was in parley with Mrs. Wilbraham, aud 
heard him say: 

“ I suppose that I need not have used the 
words I did. If it is as you say, I don’t think 
I shall care to come here again. Good-night, 
madam.” 

Agatha had no doubt that Mrs. Wilbra¬ 
ham had taxed the young mati with his 
slanderous epithets, and that it was his 
acknowleilgraent of the same which she had 
overheard. With a strange sinking of the 
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Iicart she crept back to lior room. If Wirt 
was false, where could slie look for truth ? 
She hoard a cruncliliig of the gravel beneath* 
her window, and, looking out, saw that 
Aaron Colbraitli was walking there. Was it 
an answer to her question? After two or 
three turns up and down the path, the young 
man left the grounds, and soon, by the 
moonlight, which made the night “ like day^ 
light sick—a lltllc paler,Agatha could see 
lihn going down tho street at a rapid pace. 

Wirt Leonardson, ineanwdiile, with no very 
pleasant subject for reflection, had returned 
to Dr. Layard’s oflice, where ho was now a 
student. lie look down and opened a lieavy 
volnine, but at the end of two hours know 
no more of its contents than at the begin-* 
niug. That was not tho hook’s fault, though 
you might have thought it was, by tho way 
he shut it then, and banged it down upon 
the table. Leaving tho oflke, ho went 
straight homo, and found the house deserted. 
It was tho night for tho evening prayer 
meeting, ho remerabored, and thought it 
probable that his father and Grace had gone 
thither. Mr. Leonardson soon came in 
alone, however. 

“ Did not Grace go with you ?” asked Wirt, 

“No. She said she had a headache. She 
lias probably gone to bed. Ilannali, I be¬ 
lieve, is away for Ibe nigbt. I have letters 
to write, and am going to my study. So I 
will leave you to shut up tho house and lake 
care of tho fires.” 

“I’ll see that all Is right," assented Wirt, 
who proceeded at once to “ shut up the 
house,” and then sat down by tho remains of 
a fire in the sitting-room. Hero he soon fell 
into deep thought, from which ho was 
roused by the ringing of the doorbell. 

“You, Grace?” said Wirt, on opening tho 
door. 

“ What did you moan by locking me out?” 
asked the girl, entering with her face inngiow. 

“Father thought you had gone to bed. 
He said you had a beadacbo. Where have 
yon been ?” 

“Out for a walk,” replied Grace, with an 
air of reserve. 

“ Ilumpti, iddity, bow, wow, wow,” growled 
Wirt, with pretended fierceness, as, making 
a sudden dash at her, he stood her up with 
her back against the wall. “Am I going to 
bo put off with such an answer as that, do 
you think? AVill you undertake to play at 
secrets with mo? By the magic mirror of 
tho great enchanter, IlalliogaboHs, you shall 


make confession to inc of your incomings 
and your outgoings before you give sleep to 
your eyes or slumber to your eyelids.” 

“Do lot me be, Wirt,” pleaded Grace, 
laughing and blushing while trying to escape 
from him. 

“Do let you be Wirt? I am not ready to' 
relinquish that character myself yet. Como. 
Your confession. I shall not let you oiT 
without it,” 

“ Wliy should you think—” 

“I tell you I am in consort with the great 
enchanter—what did I call his name?— 
Ilalllogabolis.” 

“Then, if tliero is anything you want to 
know’, you had bettor apply to him,” was 
the demure reply, 

“ O, hut the magic mirror has mot with an 
accident. Got smashed, in fact. Tliero, 
Gracio, I wont pretend to be a magician's 
consort any longer, but your own brother 
Wirt Leonardson. Now sit dow’n, please, 
and tell me all about it.” 

“All about what?” 

“ That pretended hcadaclio of yonrs.” 

“ It w’asn’t pretended. I really did have a 
headache; and—if you want to know’ so 
niuch—I’vp been out walking with Aaron 
Colbralth.” 

Wirt’s brow grow bent, and his face 
darkened on the instant, ile’ gave the 
smouldering fire a sharp poke wltli the loo 
of his boot, and a swarm of angry sparks 
flew’ out at him like w'asps when their nestis 
invaded. 

“ I suppose all that spitting, and splutter¬ 
ing, and flying out at yon, Is as much as to 
say, ‘Letus alone,’” averred Grace, laugh¬ 
ing nervously. 

But Wirt was not to bo diverted from the 
subject under consideration. 

“I want you to tell mo, Grace,” ho said, 
“whether you care piirtlcularly for Aaron 
Colbraitli or not?” 

Her crimsoning cheeks and dow’ncast eyes 
w’cre a sufliclent answ’er. 

“O Grade, Gracio! And he is going to 
marry Agatlia Wilhraham. His mother told 
me so to-night,” said Wirt, with pity unut¬ 
terable for the white anguished face that 
tried to hold Itself unmoved for a moment, 
then fell forward upon his shoulder. But 
she rallied presently. 

“I don’t believe it,” she protested. “It 
may be true, but I don’t believe it.” 

“And what if it should be true?” asked 
Wirt, huskily. 
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"Well—it wont Hill me, I suppose. Pm 
not ronmntlo enough to die for love. I 
doubt if niy hair wouid even turn wiiite in a 
niglit. But, weli, I suppose I should feel it 
a liule at first. I don’t believe a word of It, 
tliough. In the first place, I don't think 
Agatlia likes him—or, at least, not in that 
way.” 

“ I’m afraid you are mistaken. But that in 
the first place. What next?” 

“ 0, you needn’t expect me to put things 
i)itologicalorder,witli a firstly, and secondly, 
and tliirdly, like a sermon, according to rule, 
with a corollary, and all complete. It’s 
almost eleven o’clock, and I’m more tlian 
half as sleepy as Dickens’s fat boy; though, 
after all, I believe lie was alw.ays asleep, 
as well as sleepy. Well, I intend to bo 
asleep soon. Good-night, Wirt.” 

Despite her expressed intention, Grace 
showed no inclination to seek sleep when 
she Iiad readied her room. Opening lier 
writing-desk, she sat down to it, and after 
leaning her head upon licr liand for a little 
while, began to write. Two or tliree notes 
were indited and torn up before the follow¬ 
ing was produced: 

“Aaiion, —I have licard a strange tiling 
to-night—strange, at le.ast, considering tlie 
source from wliicli it conies. Often, in the 
' town gossip, I have heard tlie same before, 
and took no notice of it. It is tliat you are 
to marry Agatlia. Your motiicr told Wirt 
so to night. How far Iier assertion expressed 
your wish or intention,! can learn only from 
yourself. No one’s words but your own can 
make me believe you capable of insincerity 
or double-dealing. 

“Yet, if I were to let reason, instead of 
afl'ection, sway me, I might recall tilings tliat 
need explanation—particularly tlie proposal 
with which you surprised ino to-night-tliat 
for a private marriage. Did 1, or did I not, 
assure you that, under no cireuinsianccs, 
could I over consent to such a plan. I can 
never bo sure of saying to you, or of liaving 
said, wliat I wish, on any point upon which 
we difier. So, if I failed to make my nega¬ 
tive understood as such, I desire to be ex¬ 
plicit now. I shall never place myself in a 
false position, even for love of you. 

“And now I must remind you of a promise 
which you gave me once—to tlie eflect, that 
is—that if I ever found the secret of our en¬ 
gagement burdensome, you would release mo 
from keeping it. I told you then that I 


should like it to be known to my father, 
Wirt and Agatha. I repeat the same now, 
and trust tliat you will have no objection to 
admitting tlieso persons to our confidence- 
supposing, that is, that you still wish tlie 
engagement to remain a fact. 

“ You will perhaps complain that I have 
written coldly, but please to consider that 
the bulletin I liavo received to-night is, so to 
speak, semt-ofiicial. It cannot, therefore, be 
quite ignored, thoiigii it may not be believed; 
and protestations of affection, whore there 
is a shadow of doubt as to the sentiment 
of tlie individual addressed, do not become a 
woman.. I await your answer. Giiaoe.” 

To this a postscript was added in the 
morning: 

“P. S. You must not think, Ron, that I 
feel half so high-aiid-mighty as the foregoing 
may seem to indicate. I trust you. 6.” 

Aaron’s consternation on reading this 
missive was unutterahle. lie loved Grace 
Leoiiardson, thougli lie had determined to 
marry Agatlia. Ills proposal of a private 
marriage had been made in the mad hope of 
practising some deception by which love and 
interest might both be gratified. Now ho 
saw plainly that tliat Iiopc must be aban¬ 
doned. Grace’s letter had shown him a new 
phase of her character. Tliough gentle and 
loving, she could bo firm, too, for principle. 

And now came a struggle by which the 
man was shaken licart and soul. On the one 
hand were love, and certain strivings yet of 
the purer and better nature wltlilii him. On 
the other, interest, and the security in their 
present position of his mother and himself. 
Tlie latter proved the stronger forces. In 
the moment of tlieir victory lie replied thus 
to the note he had received from Grace: • 

“ Can tills thing which lies before me—so 
iiidifi'erent, so bitter, so uiifceling—ho the 
work, the words of my Grace? Have I so 
mistaken lier who seemed to mo all that 
w.as sweet, and amiable, and tender, and 
loving? Tlien, indeed, it is time that our 
eng.igemoiit cc.ase to remain a fact. In 
writing to mo .as you did, you must liavo 
counted upon receiving in answer the assur- 
aiico wIilcIi—with tlie deepest pain to myself, 
hut ill the belief that 1 do what is best for 
the happiness of both—I now send you. 
You are free. Having thus, as I hope, sat- 
you, nothing remains but for mo to 
sign myself, Very truly yours, 

“AABON COLBRAITU.” 
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“With what Measure ye Mete.” 

UESTEIl EAKLE. 


PART 

CHAPTER XII. 

BELILAB. 

A S the winter came on, Mr. Wilbrnliain 
appeared to bo breaking down some- 
wliat. His son’s misdemeanor liad 
sli.aken lilm a good deal. Wlien lie liad par¬ 
tially recovered from tliat sliock, a new trou¬ 
ble arose—tbe latter on Ids wife’s account, 
lie bad given lier a dasliing turnout, and it 
was really a fine siglit to see licr riding out. 
Slie managed lier horses splendidly. Tlien 
slie never looked so well as wlien driving. So 
it was but natur.al that slie should frequently 
indulge in tliat pastime. 

One day, early in winter, slie did not re¬ 
turn until a late liour. It was past eleven 
when her handsome barouche rolled briskly 
over tile now frozen ground of the carriage¬ 
way. 

“What made you so late? I was getting 
alarmed about you,’’ said Mr. Wilbrahani, 
meeting ids wife at the door. 

“ Sonielldng about the carriage gave way. 
I liad to stop and liave it repaired.” 

“ Where did you stop?” 

“At the Lansing House. I have been to 
Bridgeiiortli. 0, there are some parcels in 
tlio carriage. I hope Mike will attend to 
bringing them in.” 

Mr. Wllbr.aham voliiiiteercd to instruct 
Mike, and thought no more about tlie circum- 
slaiice until tlio ne.\t day, wlien lie had oc¬ 
casion to go to Sullivan, Imving business to 
transact with a gentleman of tlie name of 
lioswortli. After tbeir negotiations were 
coiicliulcd, Mr. Boswortli spoke of having 
seen Mrs. Wilbraham in town the day before. 

“A splendid whip yoiir wife is,” said tlio 
geiitleniau, “ and tlioso bays are welt wortli 
tlie driving. I don’t believe tliero is a man 
in tbe county who could liaiidle them better 
tliaii Mrs. Wilbr.aliam did in our streets yes¬ 
terday.” 

“Yesterday?” returned Mr. Wilbraham. 
“ You niiist be inistaken. My wife wont to 
Bridgeiiortli yesterday.” 


FIFTH. 

“She had a deuce of a drive then, for I cer¬ 
tainly saw lier liere as early in tlio day .as 
ten o’clock, and again about four. Tliore 
was some gentleman riding witli her tlie last 
time I saw her.” 

Tliougli convinced tliat the man must be 
in error, soniotliing restrained Mr. Wilbr,a- 
hani from pusliing tlio subject furtlier. Ho 
could not entirely forget It, liowevor, and 
that niglit, while eating a late supper, re¬ 
marked to his wife: 

“ Mr. Boswortli says he saw you in Sullivan 
yesterday.” 

Glancing up as he spoke, lie saw that lier 
face became suddenly mottled, like a piece of 
marbled paper. She got herself quickly un¬ 
der control, liowover, and replied with a firm 
voice: 

“Mr. Boswortli was inisLaken. It must 
have been the day before yesterday that ho 
saw me.” 

Tliat miglit easily have been. Mr. Wilbia- 
haiii would have tlioiiglit no more about it 
if it liad not been for ills wife’s sudden 
change of coiintciiaiice on licaring his re¬ 
mark. Ho tliouglit of asking wliat gentle¬ 
man was riding witli lier, but could not bring 
liimself to put tlio question. It would make 
lilm appear suspicions, he tliouglit, and ho 
was not yet ready to avow himself so. Ho 
took an opportunity, however, to examine 
lier baroiiclie, and could not see wliero it li.ad 
been repaired. Mrs. Wllbr.aham liappeiied to 
come out to tlie carriago-lioiise wliile lie was 
thus occupied. 

“Wliero did you say the carrl.ige was 
broken tbe d.ay you wont to Bridgeiiortli?” 
he asked. 

“ One of tlie springs gave way,” was tlio re¬ 
ply, after a moment’s liesitatioii. 

Mr. 'B'ilbraliam looked at the springs very 
closely. 

“It w.as very well mended,” he remarked. 

In fact, he liad seen no signs of its having 
been mended at ail. 

■ Tlie wliole aftair left upon bis mind tbo 
impression of soinetbliig liiddeii, and it wor- 
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ried him a good deal. There was no reason 
that ho knew of for connecting It with tho 
rmndrs which had once been rife about JIrs. 
Colbraith. Yet in spite of Idinsolf lie found 
tliatlio was continually doing so, and groping 
darkly for a connecting link between tho one 
and tiio other. 

Tliat link was soon supplied. Making a 
journey to Boston, not long afterwards, he 
went Into a theatre on the evening following 
his arrival. Just in front of Iiim, yet so 
inucli to the left as to give a fair side view of 
his face, sat a man who attracted Mr. Wilbra- 
hain’s attention. The face, not at all pre¬ 
possessing, was that of a middle-aged man. 
Tlie beard was he.avy and Jetty, prob.ibly 
dyed. In figure tlio man was soniewliat 
obese, and liad a stout thick neck. Judging 
from tlie play of ids features, as tlie represen¬ 
tation progressed, Mr. Wilbraliam guessed 
Iilin to bo in syinpatliy with villany rather 
tlian virtue. By-and-by, in one of tlie pauses 
between tlio acts, lie was joined by a com¬ 
rade, apparently, wliom Mr. AVilbraliam re¬ 
membered to liavo seem before. Wo know 
tlio new-comer as Dan Seeker, thougli Mr. 
Wilbraliam did not. 

Seeker gave his companion a jovial puneh 
of tlio slioulder. 

“I’d as soon Iiavo thouglit to see Mrs. Par¬ 
tington’s son Ike in tlio very body, as you 
liere, Priestley,” lie said. “When did you 
get back from Sullivan f” 

“Lasfniglit.” 

“Any tiling the matter up in those regions?” 

“ Notliing serious. Tlie old Bip Van Wil— 
no, Winkle—showed signs of getting one cor¬ 
ner of Ins eye open. Wo concluded tliat a 
little more sleep, a little more slumber, migiit 
be good for ids complaint. I’ve a tender spot 
in my licart, you see, Dan, and would sooner 
suffer alinost any personal inconvenience 
tlian curtail Rip Van’s peaceful slumbers.” 

“ I’ll bet you would. Colly gave yon tlie 
wink, I suppose. She li.as fcatliorcd licr nest 
pretty well, hasn’t she?” 

“ It appears so. Slate scorns to be a pay¬ 
ing business. She alw.ays was fond of it, I 
remember. Used to buy slate-pencils by the 
dozen and cat tliom. It’s quite a coincidence, 
isn’t it?” 

Mr. Wilbraliam leaned forward, and, in a 
voice lhalliad tho crack of a liglited torpedo, 
demanded: 

“ Wlin is tills Colly you are spe.aklng of?” 

“Gail, Prieslley! it’s Wilbrabam,” volun¬ 
teered Seckeipvitli a disagreeable iialfsnicker. 


“ Wilbrabam? I don’t think I ever lieard 
tliat name before,” drawled Priestley, in a 
well-controlled voice. 

“ No—como to tlilnk of it, I don’t suppose 
you ever did. You didn’t extend your trav¬ 
els to Eastberg, I believe.” 

“ Not I. Greater attractions cisewlioro. 
If tills man—Wilbraliam, did you call bis 
name?-can prove that he has any right to 
pry into my alfairs, maybe I’ll answer Ids 
question tlieii.” 

Mr. Wllbr.aliam reflected. After all, tliey 
might not liave meant his wife. In that case 
lie would find himself very disagreeably 
placed by proclaiming ids suspicions, 'to 
liope for any explanation from these men was 
quite useless in any event. 

“ I may Iiave been mistaken,” lie said, pres¬ 
ently. “if I was, pr.ay consider that I ask 
your pardon.” 

“All riglit. ‘Tlio best of folks inako mis¬ 
takes soniotimos. My wife does,’ as some 
deuced fellow or otlier said. Daii, liaven’t 
wo liad .about enougli of tlds? Seems to me 
tills play is d.ayvilish slow.” 

“Slow as a forty snail-power. I’ve had 
enougli of it, if you have.” 

Witliout waiting for furtlicr parley the two 
worthies left tho place, Mr. Wilbr.aham felt 
strongly tempted to follow and wring the 
tfiitli out of them by niaiii force, but lie had 
sense enough left to warn him tiiat that 
would not bo an easy tiling to do. Tbougli 
silenced, that gciitlcinan was far from being 
convinced. He had got wliat is popularly 
known as a flea in Ids ear. A very active 
tormenting flea it was, too. Tho more be 
tiiouglit upon wliat lie liad licard the more 
galling it became. Taken in connection witii 
the circumstances wliicli Iiad previously ap¬ 
peared to 1dm suspicious, it was almost over¬ 
whelming. 

He had Intended to remain two or tliroo 
d.ays longer in Boston, hut he found himself 
utterly incapacitated for business. The next 
morning, tlieroforo, ho took tlio first train for 
Eastberg, and readied liomo toward evening 
of tlio same day. His wife was out driving, 
but Agatlia greeted Idm aflectlonately, al- 
though ids worn and weary look brought an 
anxious expression to lier face. 

“ You are not sick, papa?” she said. 

“ No, a little tired, tliat is all.” 

“Then,” with a glad ring in Iier voice, “I 
have news tliat I tliink will rest you. 1 have 
had a Icllor froiq Victor. No, papa,” In re¬ 
ply to a warning gesture, “ I have not forgot- 
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fen flint you dcsirocl not to hear his nanio 
mentioned again, but that was because you 
thought he took tiio money, wiiicii iie never 
did, papa. lie borrowed eight liundrcd doi- 
lars from Uiicio Mallory wlieii lie went from 
Iiere, and he is working Imrd to pay it back 
again, lie is in a macliine-shop in Spring- 
field, and lie writes tliat lie begins to think 
he lias quite a genius for mecliaiiics.” 

u Tliat Is ids story. I don’t believe it,” Mr. 
Wllbraliam airirmcd, after turning it over in 
bis iiiiml for a iiionieiit. 

“ Now, papa, I tliiiik you are unjust to Vic¬ 
tor,” urged dgatlia. 

” you say he never took tlie iiioney. How, 
then, will you account for its loss, and tho 
condeinuing circunistances coniiectiiig the 
tlieft witli his fliglitf” 

Agatlia had not tliought of tliat. Victor’s 
bare assertion that he liad borrowed tho 
amount needed to pay his dobts was enough 
for lier. Slio had believed it would convince 
her father too, and 'her disappointment that 
it did not was intense. For several moments 
slie was unable to command her voice to 
speak; .at last she said: 

‘’Perhaps Vic could explain a part, or all 
of those circumstances. It will, at least, bo 
easy to prove tlie triitli or falsity of the state¬ 
ments in Ills letter, wliich you say you do not 
believe. If you are willing, I am going to 
Uncle Mallory’s to-morrow, and then to 
Springfield to see Vie.” 

“ You can go, if you like, but if you find 
his statements true, it will prove iiotliing 
about the money. My advice is that you stay 
at lioiiio. ' Still, as I said, you can go, if you 
like.” 

" For otioo, if you will forgive me, I must 
disregard your advice. I cannot forget that 
Victor is my brotlier.” 

" If you are deternilned to go, yon Iiad bet¬ 
ter wait until Tlntrsday. I siiall liave to send 
Aaron to Boston then. I did not quite finish 
my business wlien I was tlierc; so you can 
go witli Iiiin tile most of tho way.” 

“Tlien I will wait,” assented Agatha, glad 
that slie could take lier fatlior’s advice in tho 
smaller, tliough she could not in tho greater 
matter. 

Mrs. Wilbraham did not come home, that 
niglit. She had gone to visit a friend in 
Bridgenorth, Aaron believed. 

The following morning Mr. Wilbr.aliam or¬ 
dered his horse harnessed, and rode to Sulli¬ 
van. lie wont first to Mr. Bosworth, with 
whom he talked business for a while, then 


asked carelessly whether a man by tho name 
of Priestley liad been stopping around thoro 
lately. Mr. Boswortli had no knowledge of 
such a person. Next, Mr. 'Wilbraham went 
to the dilTerent hotels in tho place and exam¬ 
ined their registers, but did not find tho name 
he was looking for. 

“ Tlie niisereant must have been Iicro un¬ 
der an assumed name,” thought the investi¬ 
gator, tubbing his brow and considering what 
was to be done next. Ho was not iiiiich of a 
detective. Besides, he feared to conipromise 
Ins wife by pusliing inquiries openly. Conse¬ 
quently, at the end of the day ho returned 
no wiser than ho went. Mrs. Wilbraham’s 
handsome cutter with the b.ays attached was 
standing at the door, Iiaviiig just been driven 
in apparently. Mr. Wilbraham drove in by a 
less used way, gave Ins liorse in charge to 
Mike, and entered tho house by a side door, 
lie found his wife in her boudoir, warming 
herself at the register and re.ading a letter. 
She started and slipped the sheet into her 
packet on seeing him. 

“Give me that letter!” commanded Mr. 
Wilbraham, in an excited niaiiuer. 

He believed that at last he was coming to 
something decisive, and every nerve was at 
its utmost tension. 

“ Whom do you think you are speaking 
to?” coolly demanded his wife. 

" I am not to be trifled with. 'Phis has 
gone far enough. Tho letterl I want tho 
letter!” 

“ You have a pleasant w.ay of asking for it.” 

“Will you give it to me, I say?” 

“Certainly. I have two or three others in 
my desk that I received wliile you were away. 
Shall I give you those also?” 

She reached Iiiin a letter drawn from her 
pocket as she spoke. It was from her milli¬ 
ner, asking for information about tho trim¬ 
mings to be used for a bonnet. 

“Do you want the others now?” his wife 
asked, tauntingly, when.he had read it; “ or 
perhaps you would like tlie key to my desk. 
Here it Is. I bplieve it is customary, too, with 
the domestic spy or tyrant to keep an eye 
upon his wife’s accounts. My books are in 
my dressing-room, in tlie upper drawer of my 
bureau. Shall I give you the key ?” 

“ No.” 

“No? ■ Then I shall beg le.ave to consider 
you but illy fitted for tlie role you have as¬ 
sumed. Perhaps you will have the goodness 
to pick up my letter. If you have done with 
it. You see you Have thrown it on the floor.” 
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He raised tbo half sheet and gave it to her, 
receiving a taniiling “Thank you,” for his 
trouble. Tiie tone of her ackuowiedgeinent 
stung lilin. 

“ Madam,” he said, severely, “I hcliovo you 
are a very good actress, but I am on tlio trail 
of your secret. If I live I will hunt it down.” 

Tlio woman’s face blanched to an icy 
a’hitencss. 

“It ple.ases you to de.al in mysteries to¬ 
night,” slie said, in a quailing voice. “lias 
some flendish lago been trying to possess 
your mind witli doubt of mo?” 

“It was Dloined, rather, I believe. Do yon 
know a man of tlio name of Priestley?” 

“No.” 

She looked him steadily in the face, having 
regained command of eye and feature. 

“Wily did you lie to mo about breaking 
the carriage and going to Bridgenorth ?” 

“ I was contriving a Christmas present for 
you at Sullivan, and feared you would find 
me out. It is a dressing-gown and slippers. 
I did not mean to give lliem to you until to¬ 
morrow, but it is no matter, I suppose.” 

Slie brought out from Iior dressing-room, 
thereupon, an elegant caslimero robe, and a 
pair of slippers embroidered in beads and 
worsted. Mr. Wilbraham began to feel 
ashamed of his suspicions. 

“ Perhaps I liavo been too hasty,” ho said, 
hesitatingly. “ Tliank you for your present.” 

“ Yet,” said his wife, with mournful pathos, 
“ you do not trust me. In some way I have 
forfeited yonr good opinion.” 

IVlth its pathos, her voice had an intona¬ 
tion of tenderness. Slie came nearer to him 
and laid her hand upon his. He began to 
feel anew tlie subtle fascination whicli she 
had always held over him. Ills anger melted 
away like ice in dogdays, and like a ghost 
when 

“ The glowworm shows the matin to bo near. 

And 'gins to palo his unefl'ectual lire," 

the husband’s suspicions vanished. 

“ Forgive me, Alluah,” ho entreated. 

“Ah, now wo are friends again, and Eve’s 
paradise is regained,” rejoined the woman, 
folding her arms around him. So they were 
reconciled. 

And all the while this tender wife—this 
Eve boasting of her paradise regained—had 
in her pocket a letter running thus: 

“ Look out for breakers. Rip Van IV- 

sat near Dan and mo at tlio theatre last 
night, and heard us talking about my reason 


for leaving Sullivan. Nothing was spoken 
out, but Rip has got the very d—1 of suspi¬ 
cion on hoard of his craft. So you will need 
to steer warily. I send you an exact tran¬ 
script of what wo all said, that you may di¬ 
rect yonr course accordingly.” 

Then followed a report of their conversa¬ 
tion at the theatre, with a ribald gibe or two 
in closing, and the signature S. P. This pre¬ 
cious document Mrs. Wilbraham looked over 
once more when she was left alone, tlieii 
hearing her husband returning, she slipped it 
hastily into her writing-desk. 


CDAPTER XIII. 

AGATHA’S JOUKNEY. 

That w.as Wednesday. On Tliursday 
Agatha, accompanied by Aaron Colhraith, set 
off for Lawrence, whither her uncle had re¬ 
moved since her last visit at his house. 

Tliere was a sting in the morning air. 
The sun made poor work of shining tlirongli 
an atmosphere of frost, and before noon gave 
up the effort in disgust. It was one of those 
days when it is really exasperating to And 
that tlio mercury indicates a point a few de¬ 
grees above zero, wliilo we are positively cer¬ 
tain that it ought to drop several degrees be¬ 
low—a day to make those whom necessity 
calls abro.ad hug tlieir outer garments closely 
about them, though the cold being of tlnat 
penetrating sort that pays little respect to 
thickness of attire, goes straight through 
the person, seeming to seek out the very 
heart. 

Our travellers were fortunate enough to 
secure a seat near tlio stove, so tliat they did 
not suffer material discomfort from the frosty 
atmosplicro when they were on board the 
train. Aaron proved to be an excellent trav¬ 
elling companion. Attentive, yet not ofli- 
clonsly soj a ready talker when there was 
anything to talk about, and equally apt at si¬ 
lence when there was not; ratlier striking in 
looks, if not exactly handsome, with the air 
and manners of a cultivated gentleman; and, 
above all, so thoughtful of her comfort in all 
things. Agatha was not insensible, moreover, 
to the fact tliat certain chattering young la¬ 
dies in their vicinity regarded him approv¬ 
ingly, and was as much amused ns annoyed 
by the conjectures she overheard them haz¬ 
arding as to the probable relations between 
Aaron and herself. 

“ I guess they are brother and sister,” said 
one. 
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“ Nonsense. More likely they are lovers,” 
was the rejoinder. 

“ Not aUecllonate enough for that.” 

“ \VcIi-brcd lovers are not in the habit of 
parading their tenderness before a gaping 
public. I am positive they arc lovers.” 

Aaron looked up at Agatlia with an amused 
smile. , 

“ Wliich Is right?” he asked, in as low a 
tone as the clatter of machinery would per¬ 
mit to be audible. 

“ I don’t tliink either Is entitled to distinc¬ 
tion for grcatdiscrimination,”replied Agatha. 

‘‘One is not, at least, but I siiould like to 
believe that the otlier is not so entirely wrong. 
^Y^)v\ld it be very dlllicuit, do you tiihtk, for 
you to consider me as yonr lover?” 

“ I tliink it would,” replied Agatiia, frankly. 

“ Do you dislike me so tnucii, tlicu?” 

“ No, it is not that.. I believe I rather like 
you; but—” 

“Tlien, if you please, I will not quite de¬ 
spair; and just now I will not tire you by 
urging the subject further. See, it is begin¬ 
ning to snow. Thenextstatlon is Lawrence, 
is it not?” 

“ Vos.” 

They were not long iji reaching it. The 
snow was coming down blindingly as Aaron 
helped Agatha to the platform and engaged 
a liack for her. 

" 1 have a great \niud not to go on to Bos¬ 
ton in this train,” lie said. ” I don’t like to 
leave you luiiil I see you safe at your uncle’s.” 

“There is not the least necessity for your 
waiting here. In iiftceii minutes you may 
be just as sure of my being safe witli my 
friends, as if you had seen me to tlic door.” 

“ Good-by, then. I’m glad it is only for a 
little Willie.” 

Agatiia returned liis “good-by,” and en¬ 
tered the carriage that had been secured for 
her, glad of Us shelter from the cold and 
storm. Settling herself upon its cushions, 
her tUuuglUs turned naturally upon iter late 
travelling companion, and tlic question with 
whicli he liad surprised her. Would it really 
he impossible, she wondered, for her to accept 
him as a lover? Sucli an occurrence, she 
believed, would give her father tlic greatest 
pleasure, and it was probable tliat she liked 
Aaron a? well as she would ever like anyone, 
now that— And here the carriage stopped, 
and Agatha basing aliglited began looking 
for her porte-monnaie in order to pay the 
driver. It appeared, however, that slic liad 
no such article about her.- Iler pocket had 


been picked, and she was moneyless. Tills 
fact she communicated to the driver, adding 
that luckily she would be among friends, and 
that he should liavc his pay ns soon as she 
had spoken to Mr. Mallory, ilountliig the . 
steps tiien, sUe rang, and alter some delay 
the door was opened by a decent looking col¬ 
ored woman. 

“ Is Mr. Mallory in ?” asked Agatha, eagerly. 

“ Derc aint nobody In but me and ’Tuseleh. 
De rest of do family dey’s trabbling for dero 
health down South.” • 

“Arc there none of the old servants here?” 

“ Only me and Tuseleh, and we aint so old 
ns might be, ’sldcrln’ his name, and me being 
bis wife.” 

“ I am Agatiia Wilbraham. Mr. Mallory is 
my uncle. I have had iny pocket picked, 
and have no money to pay for the hack that 
brought me here,” explained the girl, wlio 
was growing rather anxious. 

“ You git out. We do’ wan’ no umposters 
heah.” 

“ But I am no impostor,” urged Agatha. 

“ You tcildat to dc m’rinos,” retorted the 
sorv.int, shutting the door in Agatha’s face. 
Tlic latter In groat perplexity turned to the 
waiting liackman. 

“ You have lioard?” she said. 

“ Yes.” 

“ Wliat am I to dp?” 

The man appeared to be plunged in deep 
thought, from which he emerged presently 
to reply, “ I give it up.” 

If it Iiad been a coiuuidrum Agatha would 
liave given it up too with the greatest pleas¬ 
ure, As it was not, she bent her mind to 
considering it most intently. 

“Do you knpw,” she asked, presently, 
“ whether the Kev. Mr. Colladay still lives In 
Lawrence ?” 

“ Yes, he does. I look a fare to his house 
yesterday.” 

Agatha rememhered having met this gen- 
Ueman once at Mr. Lconavdson’s. She knew 
no one else in Lawrence. So, much as she 
disliked it, she felt obliged to apply to him 
for assistance. The hnckman consented to 
take her to tlie clergyman’s Iioiise. It was, 
however, with feelings of shrinking from the 
interview, and a half wish that she had not 
come, that she rang the bell on arriving at 
the place. Asking for Mr. Colladay, she sent 
up her name, and was soon met by him so 
cordially that she at once felt herself among 
friends. She hastily told her stor)'. Tho 
hackman was paid and dismissed, and Agatha 
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ushered up stairs with the assurance that for 
that night, at least, she must regard herself 
as Mrs. Colladay’s guest. It was a pleasant 
sitting-room into'which the tired girl was 
shown, and Mrs. Colladay was just the sort 
of woman to give it a homelike feeling the 
moment one first set foot in it. As she went 
in Agatlia iiad noticed a young man sitting 
in one of the deep windows, hut it was grow¬ 
ing dark, and slie did nut sec who it was, 

“ I have llio pleasure,” Mr. Calladay ob¬ 
served, “ of assuring you that you are not 
quite so mucli among strangers as you may 
think. This young man I presume you have 
seen before. Miss Wilbraham.” 

The young man could not do otherwise 
tlian come forward now. It was Wirt Leon- 
ardson. Agatha was grateful for tlio friendly 
twilight which she hoped hid her burning 
cheeks. It was her first meeting with Wirt 
since she had believed herself to have cause 
of otTence against him, but she could not 
quite ignore him now. She contrived, liow- 
ever, to make her greeting convey to him 
tliat it was only out of consideration for the 
people whoso guest he was, and to whom she 
was under obligation, tliat she noticed lilm 
so far. 

To say that Agatha was surprised hy this 
encounter would bo to express her feeling 
feebly. What troubled her most in regard 
to it was that, despite her indignation at 
Wirt’s baseness, she could not help feeling 
a sort of pleasure in seeing him once more. 
But she took particular heed that nothing of 
this should .appear in her treatment of the 
young man. He felt that the stars wore not 
further olf than she, though only a table’s 
length divided them. . 

Once in the evening it happened that for 
a short time they h.ad the sitting-room to 
themselves. Directly, Agatha picked up a 
newspaper and began to read, with tlie ap- 
pear.ance of being closely absorbed in a leader 
upon some theological subject. Wirt, in imi¬ 
tation of her oblivionsness of him, stretched 
himself upon a sofa and pretended to take a 
nap. He had always boasted of being able 
to go to sleep in three minutes, and to wake 
when ho liked. This Agatha remembered, 
and soon guessed from his breathing that the 
convenient faculty had been put in exercise. 
She laid down her paper then, and half turned 
so that slio could watch his face. Feeling no 
longer the necessity to control her own fea¬ 
tures, tliey settled into an expression of min¬ 
gled pain and tenderness, wliich Wirt, sud¬ 


denly opening ills eyes, discerned, and sprang 
quickly to'her side. 

“Agath.a, will you tell mo what you were 
thinking of?” ho asked, witli breatliless ea¬ 
gerness, 

“ Of something that Aaron C'olbraith said 
to mo to-day,” rejoined the girl, turning coldly 
aw.ay. 

Wirt muttered sometliing concerning Aaron 
that miijht, have been a blessing, though I 
doubt it exceedingly. A moment afterward 
Mrs. Colladay came in with a tempting bas¬ 
ket of fruit. A servant followed with knives, 
plates and napkins, and Mr. Colladay return¬ 
ing presently from a conference in tlio study 
witli one of his deacons, an lionr of ebeerful 
talk over their fruit.cnsucd, then it was time 
for retiring. 

In the morning Agatha took leave of her 
friends, thanking them warmly for their hos- 
■ pitality. Wirt had supplied her witli what 
money she needed, remarking tliat her father 
could refund it to him with less trouble tlian 
to Mr, Colladay. 

“And if you object to receiving a favor from 
mo, you may compute the Interest to the 
smallest fraction of a mill, and add it to tlio 
amount when it is paid,” ho added, witli a 
bitter smile. 

Agatha accepted the loan, thanking liim 
civilly but coldly. When she had taken her 
place in tlic train she saw Wirt come in and 
scat iiimscir at a little distance from her. “ I 
wonder how far ho is going?” slie thought, 
and felt a sort of protection from his near¬ 
ness. 

On they went, past station after station, 
seeing the same waiting crowds—or what 
might have been the same, they were so simi¬ 
lar—at every depot. Now they were nearing 
Springfield. Now they had arrived there. 
Wirt handed Agatha to the platform and 
oll’ered to procure a carriage for her. 

“ That attention you might .accept from a 
str.anger even,” ho said, slgnllicaiitly, in mak¬ 
ing the offer. 

Agatha hesitantly accepted tiio attention. 
In general, women, even the most self-reliant, 
find it pleasant to bo taken care of, especially 
in public places and among crowds. There 
was a little less coldness than slie had shown 
him hitherto in Agatha’s “ Thank you,” for 
this last civility. She half wished that ho 
would offer to accompany her to tlie maehino- 
shop, whither she was going to look for Vic¬ 
tor. Then she recollected tliat Wirt Iiad 
spoken her name slanderously, and taxed her- 
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self with want of dignity and self-respect, In 
feeling anytlilng but liot anger towards him, 

Her expedition, It soon appeared, was fated 
to be an unlucky one, in respect, at least, of 
the purpose for wbleli it was undertaken. 
Her uncle's absence from liome was the first 
lieadflaw, and slio now failed to find Victor. 
Even Ids name was unknown In tiro shop 
wlicrc slio liad expected to meet lihn. Agatha 
now reinembered tiiat lie liad asked lier,'in 
writing to liiin, to address to the number of 
his box, witliout using any name. Slie re¬ 
membered tlio number, and going to tlie post- 
office, learned that this box belonged to a 
young man of tlio name of Abram Wild. 

" Tliat must be Vietor. lie lias taken an 
assumed name,” slio inferred. 

licturning to tlio sliop slie inquired for 
Abram Wild. He, it appeared, was a work¬ 
man in the establishment, but had loft tlio 
place tlio previous day. It was not known 
where he had gone, nor when he would rc- 
tiirii. He bore a good cliaracter, and had 
worked well when lie first came. Lately lie 
liad been less punctual at ids tasks. His 
boarding-pl.aco was uuknown.' That was the 
exleiil of the inforniatioii gained. Agatha 
felt keen dis.appointment. .Slie had hoped so 
mucli from tlds expedition. To return liomo 
with not a single doubt removed was dis¬ 
heartening in tlie extreme. It was all tliat 
was left for lier, liowever. Slio stayed at a 
liotel tli'at night, and sot olf tlio following 
moridng. Once more slie found Wirt Leon- 
ardson in the same car witli liorself. 

“He watclies mo afar off,” slie thouglit, 
“just as that Hebrew sister did her hrother 
who was hidden in the bulrushes.” 

A certain warmth of feeling came with the 
thought, widch, if ho had ventured to ap¬ 
proach nearer, might have insured him for¬ 
giveness for forgetting her assurance that 
they must meet henceforth as strangers, 
lint again came the recollection of tliat 
wliloli she was constantly in d.angcrof forget¬ 
ting, and again she hardened her heart to-' 
ward him, 

liy-and-by two men entered tlie car in a 
Idlarious condition. One seated himself in 
front of Agatlia, the otlior plumped liimself 
down beside lier. Both smelled strongly of 
wlilsicoy. Tliey were exceedingly talkative, 
c.alling each other Dan and Priestley. The 
former tried to draw Agatlia into conversa¬ 
tion, but lier icy demeanor cliecked Iiim in 
that particular. Wirt watclied them with a 
vigilant eye. Ho saw that Agatha was an¬ 


noyed and a little frightened. Tlie men were 
growing more jovial every moment. Wirt 
left his place beside a respectable looking 
elderly lady, and bending over Agatlia’s 
shoulder, inquired, in a low tone: 

“Would you prefer to exchange seats with 
me f” 

“ O, thank you,” replied Agatha, witli in¬ 
tense relief; and proceeded to make tlio 
change at once. 

“ Pd rallier liavc tlie lady, blast you 1” said 
Seeker, when Wirt had taken Agatlia’s place. 

“ I dare say. But wo can’t alw.ays liavo our 
preferences indulged," returned the young 
man, coolly. 

“ Tliat’s so. If it wasn’t, tlie liangman’s 
c.ird would bo a superfluity, wouldn’t It, 
Priestley f” rejoined the wortiiy, giving his 
comrade a poke in tlie side. 

To this the oilier responded in clioice slang. 
Wirt listened to tlieir jargon until it became 
insulforable, then strolled off into another 
car. At Sullivan the two cronies left the 
train. Wirt did not approacli Agatlia again, 
except to see licr supplied witli a carriage at 
Eastberg, for slie liad not been expected home 
so soon, and none liad been sent for her. It 
was not long before tlie lights from tlie slate 
house flasiicd out a welcome for her. And so 
the journey from which she had hoped so 
mucli was ended. 

“Did yoif see liim?” questioned Mr. Wll- 
braliam, with suppressed interest, but Agatlia 
fancied tliat ids eyes looked hungry for good 
news of bis son. 

“ Ho was not there,” replied Agatha wear¬ 
ily, and proceeded to give an account of her 
journey from the time slie reached Lawrence 
—not forgetting the fact of her indebtedness 
to Wirt Leonardson. 

“ Wirt Leonardson ? I wonder you could, 
have consented to be indebted to him,” inber- 
posed Mrs, Wilbnaliam, suavely. 

“ I could not well do otlicnviso. I should 
like the debt to be repaid immediately. You 
will not forget it, papa?” 

“ Certainly not. So A^'ictor lias taken 
another name. He did well in that. Well, 
we will trouble ourselves no more about him.” 

CIIAPTEK XIV. 
aahox goes a wooing. 

After that journey, foster it as she would, 
Agatlia’s indignation against Wirt Lconard- 
son was on the wane. She remembered his 
care, the annoyances from which he had 
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saved lier, Ills delicato avoidance of Intrusion, 
and felt deep down in lior heart, that he could 
never liave spoken basely of licr—felt furtlier 
that lie loved her, and began to think of possi¬ 
ble explanations In tho future, to he crowned, 
it iniglit be, with reconciliation, wliich in 
turn luiglit lead on to liappiiiess umUtorable. 

Slio would take no steps to bring it about. 
For tills slie was too proud. But slio trusted 
tliat Fate would show herself kind, and ac- 
coniplish tliat wliicli in lier own imagination 
wtis always h.appening. 

All tills was far from favorable to Aaron’s 
suit, but lie bided ids time in patience. 

One jlay, it was midwinter now, tliere came 
to Agatli.a’s ears .a report wbicli seemed to 
freeze into lier very soul. It was coiiccriiing 
her late journey. -Wirt Leonardsoii’s name 
was connected with it, and tlie vile sttjry was 
clearly traceable to liis lips. Agatlia lie.ard it 
first from one of tlio quarrynieii’s wives, to 
whoin slio liad sliown kiiulness, and wlio 
“tliought Miss Agatlia ought to know wliat 
stuff tliore was a going.” 

It w.as at the liamlct tliat Agatha listened 
to tlie sickeiiliig recital. It seemed to her 
that she would never liave strength to reaeli 
home afterward. Slie did, liowever, but witli 
a wliite, wrotclied face tliat was piteous to 
see. Slio met Aaron in tlie liall. lie gave 
one glance into lier face, tlicn took both lier 
liaiids and led lier into tlie parlor, 

“ Let 1110 bo your friend, Agatlia. Tell nio 
what it is—or—God pity us. I believe that I 
can guess. Somebody has been telling you.” 

“Yes,” assented Agatha, in a hard dry 
tone. “ Of course I was tho last one to hoar 
it.” 

“ I hoped you would not hear it at all. 0 
ray love—O my darling. Is there iiotliiog I 
can do to lesson your pain? Listen to me. 
There Is.a way in which people’s mouths may 
bo stopped. It is by—yet I cannot bear that 
you should tliliik I presume upon your sor¬ 
row. I Ibiiik I hardly know what I am say¬ 
ing. I only know that I would die to save 
you from pain.” 

“ Tliank you, Aaron.” 

“No, don’t thank me. It is too couveii- 
tloiial. Or, at least, tho tone in which you 
speak it is suggestive of an Immeiiso distance 
between us, which I would that you might 
be able to bridge over with a word in answer 
to a question that I have long wished to ask 
you, but did not dare, Tlie word is ‘ yes,’ and 
the question, ‘ will you marry me ? ’ ” 

“ I have always supposed that you loved 


Grace Leonardson,” replied Agatha, her color 
kindling at tho name. 

A faint red crossed tho young man’s face, 
like a cloud flying athwart the moon’s disc. 

“ I will not deny,” ho replied, after a mo¬ 
ment’s silence, “ that at oii^ time Grace in¬ 
terested me. It was a boyish passion. All 
young men have such experiences. The love 
that I have given you is somcthiiig different. 
It cannot fail to bo tho coutrolliiig power of 
my life, whatever your answer ni.ay bo. But 
I think you will not refuse me. Your father 
thinks well of me. He knows about—about 
what you have heard to-day, and it is his wish 
to see you iiiy wife.” 

“ I believo you aro very generous, Aaron, 
but I do not love you. Forgive mo if this 
avowal pains you.” 

“ It docs pain mo, and—yes—I forgive you,” 
said tlie young man, getting up and then seat¬ 
ing himself again, his hand pressed firmly 
against his forehead, his nether lip held tight 
between his teetli. Ills appenraiico gave 
Agatha tlie impression of a caged lion, which 
If following the impulses of its wild nature, 
would foam and rage in its pain, and dash 
itself .against tlie bars tliat held it, but obedi¬ 
ent to the firm mastery of its keeper—whoso 
violence is restrained from breaking forth. 
As it is impossible not to feel a certain ad¬ 
miration for the lion-tamer, so Agatha could 
not help feeling tliat tliere was a sort of gran¬ 
deur in this young man’s power of ■self-mas¬ 
tery, and therewith came tire wish that slio 
could spare iiiiii tho pain of its exercise. 
Moved by a sudden impulse, slio went to him 
and laid her hand upon his shoulder. 

“ Agatha,” he exclaimed with sudden vivac¬ 
ity, and tlien in a cliaiiged tpne, full of 
patlios—“ but no, I see liow it is. Y'ou liave 
not come to bid mo hope, but only to say that 
you pity me.” 

“ I do bid you hope. My life Is not witli- 
out its dead past, but it shall bo left to bury 
its dead. It shall not taint and blight my fu- 
•tiire,” she declared, witli growing e.xcitement. 
“ If I had, by any act of my own, abated one 
morsel of that respect which is due to true 
womanliness, I would sooner die tlian accept 
your generosity. As it is, sliico you desire my 
love, I will love you, and may God help mo as 
I am true to you.” 

But when ho sought to take her in his arms 
she retreated. 

“ Not now, Aaron,” she said. “ I have de¬ 
clared that I will love you, and I will. Let 
that content you for to-dtiy.” 
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“Content mo? It makes mo supremely 
blest.” 

She looked at him steadily a moment ns if 
weigliing ids words, tiien quickly gave him 
her hand, withdrew it as quickly when ho 
would have raised it to'his lips, turned and 
escaped from tlio room. 

CHAPTER XV. 

FOUND OUT—“with WIIAT MEASUKE YE 
METE.” 

Afteu the reconciliation with his wife, 
Mr. Wilbraliam resolutely put away .all 
thoughts of suspicion, likening himself unto 
Messrs. Ford and Pago in the Merry Wives 
of Windsor, for tlio part he had acted, and 
declaring that ho would thereafter 

“Itatlicr suspect the sun with cold. 

Than lier witli wantoniicss.” 

In this mind lie held.until a now incident 
put idiii “ in his old luncs ng<ain,” to quote 
Mrs. Pago against Master Ford. There ap¬ 
peared to he a very good cause, however, for 
Mr. Wilhraham^s “limes.” 

Tills was after a lapse of some weeks. The 
days wore lengthening now, and the midday 
air was genial with suggestions of coming 
sprin.g, hut tlio mornings and evenings still 
owned tlio supremacy of whiter. On a cer¬ 
tain morning, ilr. Wiihraliaiii aiinoiinccd Ids 
intention of going to Rridgciiortli, but after 
starting cliangcd Ids mind and ids direction 
as well, going to Sullivan instead. His husi- 
iicss was with Mr. Rosworth. When it was 
completed, he got in a sunny window of tliat 
gentleman’s counting-room looking toward 
the street, and cliatting upon some matter of 
public interest. 

“ There goes a gay buck,” Mr. Boswortli 
interriiptcd the conversation to say, as some 
man pqssed on tlie opposite sidewalk. Mr. 
Wilbraliam looked across and knew the man 
at once. It was Priestley. At the same nio- 
niont JIrs. Wiihr.'ihain came dashing by witli 
her bays. Slio also saw tlie man, and making 
a slight lialt, put lip tlii-co fingers of her right 
liaiid, to whicli lie responded by raising an 
equal nuinber on his loft liaiul, whereupon 
tlio woman gave lier horse the rein and tho 
bays dashed blitliely on again. 

Mr. Wilbraliam felt tho blood run cold 
witldii him. Ills wife had lied, then, when 
she said slio did not know Priestley. Tliere 
was no doubting tliat tlie gesture Iiad been a 
signal on the part of both. What did it 


mean? Suddenly it flashed upon tho ques¬ 
tioner, tliat on a nearly disused road, .about 
a mile from town, there was a house once 
kept as a tavern, but useless for that purpose, 
now that tho travel had been transferred ton 
less hilly road. This house was owned by a 
man generally known as “ Tlirce-Fingcred 
Dick,” from tho fact that lie lacked one finger 
from each hand. This, he slirewdly divined, 
explained tho gesture. It was an appoiiit- 

lUCIlt. 

Starting to Ids feet, and struggling might¬ 
ily for self-control, Mr. Wilbrahnni said briefly, ■ 
“ I must be oil—good day, Rosworth;” went 
for ids horse at a stable hard by and entering 
Ids sleigh, drove madly through the town, 
and out upon the lonely road just montioued. 
He could see by the state of the track hero 
tliat no sleigh had passed that day. Half 
way out to the house, there was a disused 
baru. He resolved to wait there and watch. 
Tlie snow was oft' around the building, so 
tliat 1'“ could drive in without leaving any 
track to excite suspicion. Ilere lie secreted 
himself tlicn, and after waiting perhaps Inalf 
an hour, saw Ids wife and Priestley riding 
leisurely by, the man willi ids arm around 
her, and lier liead down upon bis shoulder. 

Mr. Wilbraliam was too benumbed to stir; 
or, at first, to think. Rut soon his brain be¬ 
gan to bo racked with laboring tlioiights. 
Should he go on after and confront them? 
Should ho strike them down in their slianie- 
less security? Ho felt it in his lieart to do 
tills, roveiiging himself tliiis upon those who 
Iiad so dishonored liim. Pcrliaps tliey were 
laugldng even now at bis credulity. 

At that very moment tlie slumbering Rip 
Van Winkle might be tlio object of their 
gibes Ho gnashed his teeth wlien ho remem¬ 
bered how, wlien once awakened, he had been 
lulled to sliamcful drowsiness again by a lie, 
backed up by a look and tone of tenderness. 
Tho woman had tho craft of Satan himself. 
Ho wondered, witli a kind of sav.igo scorn, 
whether she could not lie him out of his pres¬ 
ent convictions even. 

“ I swear, I believe slio will say lie is lier 
brotlier, or lier uncle, or lier great-grand¬ 
father, and make mo swallow down the lie,” 
he thought, in scornful raillery of liimscif and 
her. 

This brought him to a sudden decision. 
Ho would gp on after them, and surprise 
them togetlier. Tliere should be no time given 
her for exercising her invention. He swung 
open tho great barndoor, and went to his 
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Ijoi'se’s licad to back him out. But a suddeu 
gust of wind slamiiiod tho door to again, with 
a jarring crasli. A loose tinibur was dis¬ 
lodged from a scaffold by tbo shock, and fall¬ 
ing, struck against biin, felling him senseless 
to tlio floor. How long bo bay thus be did 
not know. When consciousness bad returned, 
and niomory, be bod no longer tbo necessary 
strength or lesolntion for such an Interview 
as bo bad resolved upon, even If it wore not 
too late to effect the surprise bo bad planned. 
Once more bo swung open the great door, 
fastening it back this time, and, when clear 
of the place, drove straiglit borne. A part of 
the avay ids senses were in diro confusion, 
but tbo air, generous of its ozone, stiinnlated. 
bim,so that by tbo time bo bad arrived bo 
felt inueb better, pliysically, wliile bis mental 
torture was proportionally greater. 

He reaebed borne before bis wife. For that 
bo was well pleased. Ho strode up to her 
boudoir, meaning to make an examination of 
her papers. Peradventuro bo miglit ygbt 
upon sometbing that would add strenglb to 
tbo already strong case against her. Her desk 
was locked. Ho bunted for tbo key, but did 
not find it. He inserted the blade of bis 
pocket-knife and wrenched open tho lid. 
Then followed a hasty examination of her 
papoi-s. Ho found the very letter from her 
milliner wblcli slie bad given him to rend, 
when, maddened with suspicion, lie demanded 
it from her. Tbo searcli, liowever, brought 
to light nothing of importance, until, angry 
and impatient, be flung it down heavily, wboii 
a false bottom was displaced. Beneath this, 
be found Priestley's letter of warning, and 
what proved to bo a partial diary, covering a 
space of about twenty years, with frequent 
intervals of perhaps six or sometimes even 
twelve months, in which no entry bad been 
made. Nevortbelcss, it gave a, sufliciently 
exacttranscriptof berlife. Fromit, Mr. Wil- 
braiiam gathered that early in her married life 
slie liad quarrelled with and separated from 
her iuisband on account of one Dan Seeker, 
who, later, was blinself supplanted by Tom 
Priestley, It was when deserted as slie be¬ 
lieved by the latter, that slie canio to East- 
berg. Her marriage with Mr. Wilbrabambad 
been clearly one of interest, and sbo every- 
wliere expressed contempt for lilin. Tlie diary 
made mention of two visits from Seeker, at 
which large sums bad been demquded asbiisb 
money. The first she Iiinted at having ex¬ 
tracted from her busband’s desk. “ It wasn’t 
Vie, then, after all,” groaned Mr. Wllbrabam, 


pausing in bis reading. Tlic second tiiiio 
Aaron had been able to supply her. It bad 
been about six inoiitbs since sbelearned that 
Priestley’s desertion of her was not voluntary, 
but li.id been occasioned by an enforced bid¬ 
ing from Justice. It appeared that tlio woman 
bad a real afl'ection for this man, the strong¬ 
est probably of which sbo was eap.ablo. Since 
that time she bad been In constant coniniii- 
iiication with Iiini. Tbo diary ended with a 
burlesque account of her quarrel with her 
Iuisband on Priestley’s account, ridiculing tbo 
fornicr witliout stint. 

Such was the record—a inaddening one to 
tbo deceived bitsband, who liad often paused 
in bis reading of it to groan aloud. Ho felt 
that bo could easily play Othello’s part, and 
smotlior his wife, too, with a pillow. 

But presently, into tbo stormy tempest of 
bis tboiiglits, tliero came tbo Inquiry, “In 
what am I belter than she? Of the same 
wrong wliicb I have suffered from lier, was I 
not guilty toward Siio? ‘ With what measiito 
ye mete, it shall be measured to you again.’ ” 
Tills passage kept recurring to bis iiiiiul. If 
bo sought to escape it by execrations of bis 
wife’s baseness, bo was beaded oil' by tbo 
tlioiiglit of bis own guilt, and ever upon the 
heels of that remembranco came like a judg¬ 
ment against him, this passage, “ With what 
measure ye metei it sliall be measured to you 
again.” He bad meted out deatli to Sue. It 
was fitting tbat-deatb should bo meted out 
to him. What bad be to live for? Bevengo? 
If be wore sinless biinself, be might lift bis 
baud .against sinners. Now bo could not. 
Disbonored, beggared of all that makes home 
blest, a prey to remorse, wliat could bo do 
but die? And still, like a relentless fate that 
bauiiting passage pursued blm. Ho took a 
pen, wrote it at tbo bottom of tbo record bo 
bad just been reading, signed bis name, and 
wltlidrew to bisowii room. Here be spt down 
and wrote a letter. It was only a few lines 
to Vie. Wlioii lie would have written more, 
he found biinself unable to coniinaiid bis 
tbougbts so far as to put tbeiii into Intelligible 
sentences. The letter merely stated that, by 
aceident, the writer bad made a discovery 
which fully acquitted bis son of the theft 
that bad been charged upon him at bis 
leaving lioiiie; that bo—the writer again—en¬ 
treated forgiveness for bis liarsbness at their 
last Interview, and that be was bis affeclion- 
ato father. 

Wlien it was written bo mounted bis horse, 
and rode to the village to post the letter. On 
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roturnlng, ho wont onco moro to his room. 
Just as ho closed the door, ho heard tho 
tinkle of bells, and tho tramp of his wife’s 
bays In tho carriage-drive. A frenzied flro 
eaine Into his eyes. He went to a window 
and looked out. Tlio woman was there, 
handsome, smiling, seeure. A loaded pistol 
lay beneath his hand. Uo took It up and 
pointed it toward lior as she stood giving some 
dircetions to Miko about tho horses. But tho 
thought of iSuo and his inlidollty to her re¬ 
strained him in tho very act of firing. 
“ ‘ With what measure ye mete, it shall bo 
measured to you again.’ It was death to Sue. 
Wliy not to me?” Unhesitatingly ho turned 
the weapon against his own heart. Its sharp 
report reaehed Mrs. Wilbraham’s ears as sho 


ascended the stairs. A guilty terror struck 
through her heart. Tho sound of tho pistol 
was suceccded by a fall. Sho was too luueh a 
coward to go immediately to the room whonco 
the sound had proceeded, but sliot into her 
boudoir. Ilero her rifled desk, disordered pa¬ 
pers and journal, lying where ho had thrown 
it down, told tho wliole story. 

“ I must get to him lirst,” sho thought, 
starting up and battling with her cowardice. 
“ I must seo whether he has taken any meas¬ 
ures to expose uio‘” 

Sho went across to his room accordingly. 
IIo lay where ho had fallen, and was quite 
dead. Tlio woman hastily satisfied herselr 
that she had nothing to fear from any papers 
about him, and then gave tho alarm. 
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"With luhat Measure ye Mete" 

DV IIESTEU KAliLE. 

PAUT SIXTH. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

MOIIB TRAGEDY. ‘ 

A GATH.V’S grief ,tii(I liorror were c.Y- 
treme. So too wero Aaron Colbraith's. 
Thor.! w.is no doubting bis sincerity in 
tills. His face, pale and liaggard, sliowed 
tliat lio inourned tridy for Ids “ best friend.” 

A tclegiain was .sont to Springlield, but 
Victor liad left tliat place, and no one Itnew 
wliere to address lilni. Consequently tlio 
message failed of reacldng idiu. 

Tlie wliolo coininunity was in a stir. Teiii- 
porary insanity was assigned—and riglitriilly 
perliaps—as tlie cause of tlie tragedy. Tlio 
universal tribute to tlie dead was one of 
praise. Tlioso wlio liad transacted business 
witli Idin spoke of Ids integrity, tlie poor of 
ids cliarity, all said “ it is a good man wlio is 
gone ’’—until Ids will had been read and its 
provisions made known, tliat is. Tlien there 
were many wlio tliouglit bis cldidren, and es¬ 
pecially Victor, had been treated unjustly, 
and niunerous wero the animadversions in¬ 
dulged in against the insidious influence of 
stepinotliers. 

Tlie will liad been found in Mr. AVilbr.a- 
hiun’s desk. It wao dated a month' back. 
Tlie witnesses wore two of tlio liouse-ser- 
vants,JIike and Rlioda. A lialf of the whole 
proiierty w.as given to Mrs. Wilbraham. Tlio 
roiiiaiiiing lialf to Agatlia on condition th.at 
slie married Aaron Colbraitli. Otlierwise, 
she was to receive five hundred dollars yearly 
from tlio estate so long .as slie reni.ained un- 
niarried, and at her marriage seven tliousaiid 
dollars, provided it wore not Wirt Leonard- 
son wlioni slie married, in wliicli event slie 
was to receive notliing—tlie wliolo going to 
Aaron Colbraitli. Victor’s portion from the 
estate was live dollars. 

Agatha felt tlie wrong to her brotlier dceiily. 
AVIiere wik Vietor? AVIiy did lie not write 
to lier? D.ays and weeks went by, bringing 
no answer to these questions. Aaron was 
very kind and tender meanwliile, but his 
niotlier—or did Agatlia fancy it?—was be¬ 


ginning to show sortie acidity of temper to¬ 
wards licr stepdaugliter. , 

One day, about two months after her fa- 
tlicr’s death, Agatha, who liad been spending 
the day at the lianilet taking care of a sick 
woman, was walking lioiiie at dusk, w hen she 
was overtaken by Wirt Leoiiardson. 

“ My God, Agatlia I” ho broke out, impetu¬ 
ously; “wliat is tills tliat they h.avo been 
telling you about me?” 

Agatlia turned wdiite, then crimson, and 
was so shaken that slie seemed in danger of 
falling. 

“ Was it not true, Wirt?” she gasped, faintly. 

“ True 1 True that I have slandered you, 
wliom I hold ns tlio embodiment of purity— 
wlioso good name is dearer to mo tlian my 
life—whom I love as— God pity me, Agatha, 
I have no right to talk to you of love—and 
jmu the betrothed wife of Aaron Colbraitb. 
Rut this vile story wliich I have Just heard 
lias bereft hie of iiiysensos,! tliink. Tell me, 
for Heaven’s sake, unless you want to see me 
go mad outrlglit, tliat you do not believe it.” 

“ I do not now,” aftirmed Agatlia, ima low 
tone. 

“Rut you have believed it. It is this that 
has come between us.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ 0 Aggie! And it is too late now. Lot 
me go back and recall tlio forgiveness that I 
gave tliat woman. I cannot forgive lior.” 

“ Wliat woman is it?” 

“One of tliose wlio are sick at tlie hamlet. 
Dr. Layard was not at home, and I went in 
his place. Witli tlie fear of deatli before Iier 
she confessed tliat slie had lied to you about 
me, Iiaving been put up to it by some one 
whom she would not name. Rut I can guess 
wlio it was. I have known for a long time 
tliat Mrs. Wilbraham was my enemy.” 

“ I am very glad to have lieard this,” said 
Agatha, slowly, as if measuring every word 
before it was uttered. “ It has been c.xceed- 
iligly unpleasant for mo to believe tliat you 
wore less my friend than you had always 
seemed.” 


lElilcrcdaccurdlngto Act of Coni uesi. In Ilho year 1871. by Tno!ii!3.tT,Mnor,Uoston,l'aw., In tho Onioe ortho 
Mbrarhn of Congress, Washington.] 
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“ Can you think what It has hecn to me to alter. It was about that business tiiat I hare 
know tiiat I liad lost you? wiiat it Is now to been away from Springneld.” 
feci that tills disciosure iias coin'o too iate ? Agatiia now mentioned iier journey to tiiat 
But is it reaily too into? You would be pen- place, and the disappointments consequent 
nilcss, it is true, if you were to marry me in- upon it. . „ ., , 

stead of Aaron, but I think I shall succeed in “When did you say it was? About the 
my profession, and I can work for botli." last of December? 0, I remember now. 

“No, Wirt. It cannot bo. My word is Tliero was soinetiiiiig queer about tiiat. 

pledged to Aaron. Tlien I could not go Somebody telegraplied to me from New York 

against llio will—ids will—by marrying you. tiiat Uncle JIallory was very sick tliere, and 
Now good-niglit "—for Agatiia liad readied wanted to see me immediately. So I went 

lionie by tliis time. Slio gave liim lier liaiid, on at once, but tlie wliole tiling proved to be 

wliicli ho pressed to his lips, then strode liiir- a sell. Wliat did you think?” 
riedly away. Agatiia waited a little among “ I was afraid,” returned Agatiia, smiling, 
llio tulips and liyacliitlis to recover lier com- “ tiiat Abram Wild was trying to keep ids 
posure before going in. Some one entering name in countenance.” 
the •'rounds from tlio street saw lier tlirougli “ So you found out about Abram B ild? 


the lingering twilight, and keeping in llio 
sliado of tlie slirubbery, came upon lier siid- 
deiily as slie leaned over one of tlie flower¬ 
beds. It was Victor. Agatiia uttered a hasty 
exclamation, struggled iiiofl’ectually for self- 
control, and sobbed uncontrollably upon her 
brother’s shoulder. 

I “Don’t, Agatha, little sister. There, Aggie.” 

Thus brokenly he tried to soothe her, but 
broke down in the attempt, and the two wept 
togetlier. 

“ If only ho had forgiven you,” she sobbed. 
“ He did. I liad a letter from him. I got 
it yesterday witli yours. I was away from 
Springfield, and knew nothing of what has 
happened until then. He seemed from the 
letter to have suspected mo of taking some 
money wlien I went away, but wrote that an 
accidental discovery had proved me Innocent. 
The letter was very kind. It must have been 
written the same day that it happened.” 

“ 0 Victor! Tills takes half the bitterness 
away.” 

“ It does. I think I could not have borne 
it else. I don’t care for tlie property, since I 
know that lie forgave me at tlie last.” 

They sat together a long time on one of 
the garden benches. By-and-by Victor was 
led on to speak upon his own aifairs. 

“I believe that being thrown upon my own 
resources was the best thing that could have 
liappened to me,” he said. “ I should never 
have done anytliliig here, and I really have 
acconiplislied sonietlilng since I went aw.ay. 
I resolved tiiat I would that night when you 
told mo tiiat you believed in me, and always 
should. IVell, Aggie, I liavo turned out an 
inventor, and with mine invention I have 
paid niy debts, besides retaining a share, 
which is likely to pay me something here- 


“Yes, Victor.” 

“ Wlicn I went aw.ay from here I had lost 
all faith in Victor Wilbraham, and witli good 
reason, too, I think, for a wild career ho had 
led mo. So I determined to sink the old 
mail, name and all, Perhaps pride liad some-, 
thing to do with it, too, for I had never con¬ 
templated seeing Victor Wilbraham in the 
character of a working man; and maybe it 
was as mircli a freak .as anytliiiig. It lias 
beeti rather awkward work though. I would 
not advise any one whoso intentions are hon¬ 
est to undertake the management of an alias. 

I dropped mine three months ago. Will 
Hartley ran against mo then, and called mo 
Willirahani before half a dozen of the boys, 
and after that Abram Wild was banished oft' 
the boards.” 

They went into the house soon afterwards. 
Mrs. Wilbraham looked annoyed at seeing 
Victor, and put on her coldest demeanor. It 
w.as plain from her manner tiiat she meant 
him to understand that lie had no right there. 
Aaron, however, was more cordial. 

“ It is a sad coming liome for you, Vic,” he 
said. “ I—we all—liave felt wliat has liap- 
pened very deeply.” 

He spoke with real feeling, and Victor, 
though ho found liiinself unable to reply, 
shook his hand cordially. 

“ I wonder,” interposed Mrs. Wilbraham, 

■ cuttingly, “ tiiat you should have thought it 
necessary to come at ail—and especially at 
this late day. You must have supposed tiiat, 
tliough we don’t Intend to expose your con¬ 
duct to the world, we can never overlook—” 
■ “Mother,” interrupted Aaron, “I think 
you do not quite know what you are saying. 
I am sure we are all very glad to see Victor 
at homo again.” 
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“ Excuse me, Ronny, but I tliink I do quite 
know wliat I am saying. It Is tliat we could 
hardly be expected to overlook in Victor 
Wilbrabain the fault which his fatlier found 
it Impossible to forgive. He, poor man, had 
a good deal on ills mind. It is no wonder—” 
Here slie put her Imndkercliief to lier eyes, 
leaving tiie rest to bo inferred. Victor bit 
ids lip nearly throngh before replying. 

' “ You are mistaken,” ho said, tlien. “ My 
father acknowledged lilmselfln error before- 
Will you have the goodness to read tbls 
letter 1" 

“ Written after lie bad become insane, that 
is perfectly evident,” said the woman, spite¬ 
fully, after looking the letter over. 

“ Come, Victor,” said Agatlia, rising 
abruptly. 

“ I don’t moan," put in Mrs. Wilbraliam, 
hastily, “ tliatVictor is not welcome to stay 
as long as be likes.” 

“I sliould suppose not,” answered Agatlia, 
incisively. “ I believe tliat 1 liavo some right 
Iierc yet, and as long as that is tlio case my 
brotliercau hardly bo an intruder in Ids own 
liome.” 

She put ber hand wltldii Victor’s arm as 
slie spoke, and they went out together. Aar¬ 
on, from tlie window at wldch he stood, could 
see them strolling through the moonlit 
grounds. Unple,a3aut reflections were labor¬ 
ing in tlio young man’s brain. He felt tlio 
ignominy of his position—felt that lie would 
rather by far be the disinherited Victor than 
himself. By-and-by, without turning around, 
lie said; 

“ Mother, I’d have given anything rather 
than you sliould say wliat you did to Victor, 
for Agatlua’s sake, if for notliing more.” 

“ The sooner you break off with that girl 
the bettor,” retorted Mrs. Wilbraliam, with a 
vicious snap to lier words. .“I want to have 
done witli the whole lot of them.” 

“ What am I to tliink of tliis ? Wlio was 
it tliat urged mo—conipelled me against my 
will—to bccoiiio eng.aged to her?” 

“Whowtisit? I, of course. Tilings were 
dlflerent tlien. It was the property I wanted 
for you, not her. You can have that now, in 
any event.” 

“ Mother,” said Aaron, in a tone of great 
weariness, “I am heartily sick of all this.” 
“Bah!” 

“ Victor has always been kind to me.” 

“ Patronizingly so, the insolent upstart.” 

“ No, there was no patronage in his man¬ 
ners, If I, knowing what your plans were, 


could have been hypocrite enough to allow it, 
we might have been close friends. If lie had 
been an insolent upstart, ns you call him, I 
could bear my position better. But he has 
always treated me well, and to his father I 
owe—everything.” 

Tliat is a filial sentiment. I suppose yon 
owe me notliing then,” 

“ It is true I owe you something,” replied 
the young man; but one might have guessed 
fiom his tone that the oblig.ations were not 
such as to make great demands upon his 
gratitude. Mrs. Wilbraliam looked conteniir- 
tuoiis, but did not reply. Aaron traced invis¬ 
ible char.acters upon a window-pane with the 
nail of his little finger, and was also silent. 
But at last he turned, and, in a voice quite 
unlike his own, said: 

“ How will it be, mother, if it is true that, 
‘Witli what iiieasiiro wo mete it shall be 
measured to us ag.aiii?’” 

Mrs. Wilbraliam started and grew deathly 
pale. It was in tlioso words that her hus¬ 
band had passed judgment against her, when 
the Iniquities of her life were laid bare before 
him. Wliat h.ad put It into Aaron’s mind to 
fling them at her now? 

“Are you ill, mother?” inquired her son, 
starting towards her. 

“No, only a little tired and nervous. I 
believe I will go to bed.” 

Slie went to her room directly. Nervous 
she certainly was; too nervous to lie quietly 
ill bed, she decided, and began pacing to and 
fro in her boudoir. Tiring soon of that, she 
sat down in a velvet-cushioned e.asy-chair, 
leaned back in it, and tried the force of ridi¬ 
cule for overcoming her present mood. 

“A warning? Bali! I must be an idiot to 
think there is anything in it. With what 
nieas— Fool! Dolt I If you can think of 
nothing else but that, stop thinking. I be¬ 
lieve A.aron is getting unmanageable. Wliat 
was it he said about Victor? ‘AVith what 
measure ye mete ’— Perdition! Tliere it is 
again. I must write to Priestley to-morrow. 
How long has it been since I saw bim? It 
was—let mo see-1 can’t tliink. I believe I 
am losing my memory. It was—” 

Here a window blind flapped to, and sbo 
started ns if she had been struck. She rec¬ 
ognized the sound immediately, but still felt 
a creeping tingling sensation tbroiigh all her 
veins. Settling herself once more in her 
chair, she tried to remember what she had 
been thinking about, but it was gone from 
Iter. Nothing would come but that passage 
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wHIch had so distiuhed Iier, and wliicli sho 
wds far from wishing to recall. “I can’t 
srand this,” she averred, in desperation, and 
brought from a drawer a vial, labelled “ >Ior- 
pliia/’ from whicb, u'ith an ((nstcady hatid, 
she proceeded to drop a potion into a tea¬ 
spoon. Once she lost her count, and, pour¬ 
ing It back, began again. 

Having swallowed the potion, she replaced 
I the vial and spoon as she l»ad found them, 
and, gojjjg into her hedroom, began to un¬ 
dress. Her brain was faliguingly active, but 
the thoughts sbe wished to dwell upon kept 
slipping away from her. When robed for the 
night, sbe turned down the wick, and car¬ 
ried J)er lamp into the outer room, not liking 
the gas from kerosene in her sleeping apart- 
mqnt. ilcie, through an open blind, she 
saw a meteor falling, a vivid lino of fire mark¬ 
ing its track through the air. To licr, in her 
excitement, it seemed a plienomcnal light, 
and sent a chill through and through lier. 

“What makes me so nervous to-night, I 
wOmler! ’ she exclaimed, witli a shiver. “ The 
liglit was nothing, of course; and yet I never 
saw anytliiiig like it before. If it sliould be 
a warning—‘With wiiat measure’— For 
Heaven’s sake, let me go to sleep and put a 
stop to this. 0, I was going to take some 
morphia. That will make me rest.” 

Her memory certainly was failing. She 
had quite forgotten the potion she had al- 
lejvly taken. Her lamp was lighted again, 
and more of the liquid dropped into a spoon, 

“There, now, I shall sleep,” she murmured, 
when it had been taken, and went iimncdi- 
aiqly to bed. 

Yes, she slept—slept tlio sleep that knows 
no waking. Her maid found her thus in the 
morning, and, retreating In a great fright, 
ran against Aaron in the passage. 

“ WJiat'is the matter, Illioda?” demanded 
the young man. * 

“ The mistress. O, the dear God! And 
only to think that last night she wasj’vsl as 
well us ever!”, answered the maid, mor.m'ng 
and wringing her bands. 

“ Do you mean—” 

“They’ll call it heart disease, I know. 
TItat is wliat they always se,y, but I think it 
wa4 just a visitation of God. 0, to think of 
two going so snddcn-like, aiid only two 
mo'pths between tlicml” 

Aaron left the chattering fcar-strnck maid, 
to ftml timt what her words implied was but 
too true. “A visitation of God.” The phrase 
struck home to his heart. Mingling with ids 


grief—'for she was his mother, and he had 
loved her—he felt a stern sense of retributive 
justice in the manner of her end. Ho could 
not doubt Hint her death was accidental. 
iSiie was not ono to take her own life with 
deliberate forclliought, being too much in 
love with her pleasures, such as they were, 
to leave them wilUugly. She had been a 
scheming, unscrupulous sinning woman, and 
this was the eml. The event carried its 
own lesson, which her son read with Inunill* 
atloii and trembling. Would he heed it? 

CIIArTETl XVII. 
coxriissiox. 

A MOXTii had gone by since tlio funeral. 
Victor was still at home, but was going away 
tbe next day. Ho .'oil himself an alien here, 
and longed to be at work. I'he tables had 
been strangely turned. It was he now, in* 
stead of Aaron, who talked of winning for¬ 
tune for himself. He accepted bis position 
cheerfully. Experience had already taught 
him the superior value of a dollar c.arned to 
one that has cost no efibrt in the getting. It 
liad taught liiin more—the folly and wicked¬ 
ness of dissolute courses—the superior mini- 
liuess of a well-governed life. The lesson liad 
cost him dear, but lie felt that it was worth 
the price. Except in his unfailing good-hu¬ 
mor, he was almost wholly unlike the Victor 
we have known. 

Agatha, too, was to leave homo on the 
morrow. She was going to her Uncle ^lal- 
lory’s for a season. Probably she would stay 
there until her marriage. Aaron had made 
no allusion to tliat lately, but slie thought it 
was from liaving so much else to think of. 
Agatha was well satisfied to luivc tlic subject 
deferred. If left to Iier choice, it might In* 
deeil have been iJostponcd indefinitely, but 
she hardly expected to be permitted to leave 
liome without liaving the wedding-day fixed. 

Sho and Victor wore sitting together now 
ill the spacious front parlor. Its windows 
overlooked tlie miniature lake, the fountain 
and the naiad at the fountain. Detweeu 
wore rhododendrons and kalmlas laden witli 
bloom. The hum of bees and the chirp of 
birds came through the open window. A 
crimson-breasted liumming-bfrd Imng over 
the flowering shrubs, stiirlng the air with Its 
melody of motion. Agatha, after a long gazo 
outward, Inrncd toward Victor. 

“ I wish,” she said, “ that I could bo better 
recoucHed to your losing it all, Victor,” ’ ^ * 
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“And I wish,” returned her brother, “ Uiat 
I felt half as well satisfied with your future 
prospects as I do with iny own. It seems to 
me thaf Aaron Colbr.altli is not the one for 
you to many. I always thought it would be 
Wirt Leonardson.” 

Aaatha changed color, but could not com¬ 
mand her voice to reply. 

“If,” pursued Victor, “ you love Aaron, it 
is all riglit, of course, lint I don’t think you 
ouglit to feel hound by the will. I would 
sooner give up the property than marry one 
I did not love.” 

“ If it was only the property. But I can¬ 
not go against his wish. And, besides, 1 
have promised.” 

“You must do what you think right, of 
course,” said Vic; to which there came no 
reply. Agatha was toying with her tassels— 
adjuncts to her moriiing-wrappor. Presently 
the door was pushed open, and Aaron came 
in. Ilis face was strikingly pale, but it had a 
kind of glow, confined chiolly to the eyes, 
whicli was quite unusual, lie carried a spirit 
lamp and lialf a bunch of matches. 

“Did you think we were groping in dark¬ 
ness here?” Victor inquired,Jestingly. 

“ Yes—and I moan to cniiglilen you. You 
will know mo for a scoundrel llicn, but no 
matter. I have known myself as one for a 
long time.” 

“ 1 don’t understand,” said the wondering 
Vic. 

“No, I suppose not. If I could make my 
confession without involving one wlio is 
dead it would be much less liard; hut I have 
dctcnnlncd to let uo personal cousulcvations 
hinder me from setting right w'hat is wrong, 
so far as I am able. This,” producing a pa¬ 
per from Ills poclvct, “ has been known as 
your father’s will. It is not an honest tvill.” 

“Not an honest w’lil! How can that be?” 
dcmaiulcd Victor, examining the document 
critically. “This is certainly my father’s 
signature.” 

“ It is, but tlie name was written, probably 
in some idle moment, at the bottom of a 
blank slicet.” 

“And the witnesses, Mike and Rlioda, were 
they parties to the fraud ?” 

“ They were asked to write their natnes 
here by a man who professed to be able to 
dotcriniuo character from chlrograpliy. They 
had often signed documents for yonr father 
without knowing their contents." Conse¬ 
quently they would he unable to distinguish 
this from other papers containing their sig¬ 


natures. I had no hand in contriving the 
will, but I guessed its origin, and yet con¬ 
sented to receive benefit from it. It is my 
wish now to restore that of which you have 
been defrauded. The will has not yet been 
ofiered for probate. Have I yonr pennissign 
to destroy it?” 

“ Yes, burn the thing, by all means,” as¬ 
sented Victor. 

Aaron liglited the lamp he had brought, 
and the sheet—curling and blackening, with 
red flames shooting up, and .a blue light at 
the base—was presently reduced to a black 
brittle residuum. In tliat form it w.as given 
to the winds, whicii crumbled and carried it 
U’hithersoever tliey would. Aaron turned to 
Agatha then. 

“ This leaves yon untrammelled,” ho went 
on. “There should never have been any 
thought of marriage between ns. I porjurod 
my.self in swearing love for you, and yon have 
had a constant fight with your own heart 
since yon accepted me. That the course I 
pursued was urged upon mo atlords >ne no 
excuse. I was eaten up with ainhition—the 
ainbiliou tiiat grasps fur wealth and position, 
no matter at wliat cost. Yet thcie was an¬ 
other part of myself tliat respected honest in¬ 
tegrity and a generous prefernng of another 
to one’s‘self. My life since I came here, and 
especially since iny return from college, has 
been a constant struggle between these two 
selves, hut the worse was always the winning 
party. For the gratification of my ambition, 
it seemed necessary tliat I should marry you. 
So, knowing that you cared for Wirt Lcon- 
avdson, I lent myself to the plot for defaming 
him. I even put him up to accompanying 
you to Springfield, by a mysterious intima¬ 
tion, conveyed to him in a telegram, of im¬ 
pending peril to you on the way. You know 
what use was nuido of that journey. My 
mother would have scattered the slanders 
against yon bro.adcast, but I vowed that if 
she did, 1 would confess the whole. So, in 
reality, your name has not been toucited by 
scandal, tliougli it w.as necessary that you 
siiould ho made to believe that it had been. 
To your father, indeed, the stoiics were made 
known, but to no one else except those who 
were iii the plot. I cannot ask you to forgive 
me—” 

“ I forgive you then without being asked,” 
interrupted Agatha; “and allow mo to con-* 
gratulate yon,” she w'cnt on, with shining 
eyes, “ upon the victory your bettor self lias 
gained this day.” 
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Thank you,” said Aaron, with a good 
doal of feeling. “But my confession is not 
yet at an end. You, Victor, have been 
wronged otherwise than by the will. It was 
with a settled purpose of rising on your dis¬ 
grace, that I always encouraged your wild 
courses in college and elsewhere. I had no 
spite against you, but self-interest led mo on. 
I did still worse. I helped to fasten upon 
you the ofienco of having taken a sum of 
money from your father’s desk, on the night 
of your leaving home. 1 also was rospoiisihio 
for the ruse that took you away from Spring- 
field at the time of Agatha’s visit there. 
Having consented to the first act of wicked¬ 
ness, I found tliat others were continually 
necessary to back it up. I was not in love 
with sinning, but I believed it necessary. 
Tour father’s death was the first thing that 
made me feel the enormity of my guilt. I 
was sincerely attached to him. 1 knew that 
while ho had been uniformly my friend, I 
had been guilty of base deception and liigrat- 
itiulo towards him. Then came that later 
shock—that of my mother’s death. I liavo 
never been at peace one moment since. Wlicu 
conscience bad once got me in hand, it dis¬ 
dained to show any raeroy. Confession and 
reparation were my only resource. Without 
them I must have gone mad or died.” 

Victor started up with outstretching hand. 

“We’ll let the past go, Aaron,” he said, 
stamping with one foot in his eagerness, as if 
tiio whole might be stamped into oblivion. 
“ Let us be friends.” 

“ I appreciate your generosity,” returned 
Aaron. “It may be that in the fiituro friends 
will bo possible forme. The business I think 
you will find in good order. I go away from 
here to-morrow.” 

“ Wliat is that for? I shall want you at 
tlic quarries. Besides, you will liavo to stay 
to take care of your own property. As there 
was no will, a third of tlie property belonged 
to your jnotlior, and goes, of course, to yon.” 

“ You are mistaken. My mother had only 
a life interest in the estate, since there were 
no children by tlio inarrlage.” 

“I don’t believe it,” obstinately asserted 
Victor. “ If that is the law, we will have it 
reconstructed, or rather we will make oiip of 
our own to suit this particular case.” 

“That is quite unnecessary. I can take 
'nothing from the estate. I shall go West 
and try teaching for a while. Afterwards I 
msiy work Into something better.” 

They could not shake his resolution, though 


Agatha added her persuasions to Victor’s. 
He thanked them gratefully, but persisted In 
his denial. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE END OP Ar.Ii TIIINOS—PEUTAININQ TO 
THE STOKY. 

In the press of events wo have neglected 
Grace Leonartlson, for which we beg her 
pardon. Wo are not going to present her 
now in the character of a lovelorn maiden, 
inasmuch .as, outwardly, at least, she bore no 
resemblance to that oft-cited personage. It 
is true that Aaron’s note in reply to her own 
had momentarily crushed her down lo the 
very earth. But her woman’s pride alVorded 
her a strong rallying force. A little after¬ 
ward she w’ent away from home for a visit of 
several weeks, and at her return you would 
not have guessed tliat she had gone through 
a period of mental disturbance, wlicrein she 
had quafled to its dregs the enpof biiterncss. 
Her associates found Jicr the same langliing 
meiTy-lieartcd maiden as they had always 
known in Griaco Leonardson. Tliere \yjvs 
llusdifleicnce, however. Formerly her mirth 
had been like a bird’s song, gusliing out 
spontaneously. Now it had been pul Into 
harness, and came at tlie will of its mistress. 

She met Aaron ColbraiUi in society ns 
usual. True it was impossible to stay the 
color that persisted in dyeing her cheeks at 
sight of him, but she would not turn out of 
her way to avoid him. “ He should see that 
she was in no danger of dying for him.” So, 
at their casual encounters, she talked to him 
witli cooljndifieronce, or oftener with auda¬ 
cious raillery, almost maddening him at times 
by her piquancy, and beauty, and seennng 
unconcern. Slie refrained, however, from 
visiting Agatha, and the latter never went to 
the parsonage now, througli fear of encoun¬ 
tering Wirt. All through the winter and 
spring, therefore, the two frieiuls met but 
rarely. Tliey had begun to doubt, even, 
whether they were any longer friends. 

But Grace had hoard that Agatha was 
about leaving home, and felt that she could 
hardly let her go without calling on her. 
Accordingly, on the afternoon of that day 
whose morning had witnessed Aaron Col- 
braitli’s confession, she walked out for that 
purpose. When she reached the house, she 
was told that Agatha and Victor had gone to 
ride, but were e.vpected home soon. Not 
wishing to have had her walk for nothing, 
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Grace went In to wait for them. She found 
it dull sitting alone in tlio parlor, and wont 
out presently to liavo a look at Agatlia’s 
flowers. Immediately afterward she regretted 
liaving done so, for Aaron Colbraitli was 
coining up one of tlio garden walks, and it 
was now too late to escape liim by retreating. 
Suninioning up Iier waning cour.age, tliore- 
fore, Grace addressed liim witli tlie laugbing 
inquiry: 

“ Have you come to warn me off your grass, 
as tlie brass and copper founder did tbat ar- 
cliitoctural trespasser, the amiable Sir. Peck¬ 
sniff?” 

"If you are trespassing, I, at least, Iiave 
no riglit to warn you off. Tbe grass is not 
mine.” 

“ Not yours! I tbought—” 

“ Grace,” interrupted Aaron, with someve- 
beinence, “ let mo ask your forgiveness, now 
tliat I have tlio opportunity. I am going 
aw.ay to-morrow. It is not likely that I sball 
ever return to Eastberg. You must despise 
mo very lieartily, I know, but I sliould liko 
to Iioar you say tliat you forgive mo." 

“ Going away? Never coming liack to East¬ 
berg? I am dull, I dare say, but I don’t see 
Iiow tliat can be.” 

" 1 must tell you tlie wliole, I see. At first 
I felt inclined to spare my.self tliat additional 
Iiuiniliation, but it doesn’t matter,! suppose.” 

lie tliercupon daslied into tlio story wliicli 
be liad told tliat morning, sparing liiniself in 
no respect. 

“ Yon see,” lie said, wlion tlic tale was 
done, “ wliat a scoundrel I Iiave been—and 
in notliing more timn in my treatment of 
you. You iiave reason to congratul.ate your¬ 
self that you are well rid of me.” 

“‘Tbcre is more joy in lie.aveii,’” said 
Gr.ice, impressively, “ ‘ over one sinner tbat 
repentetli, tlian over ninety .and nine Just 
persons wlio need no repentance.’” 

Aaron made tlie circuit of two or tlireo 
flower-beds, tlien came back to ills former 
position near Gr.ace. 

“ I lliink yon do forgive me, Grace,” iio 
said, Ids voice tremulous witli feeling. 

” Forgive you! Indeed 1 do—as I liope—” 
Wlial more slie would iiave spoken was liin- 
dered by an uncontrollable burst of tears. 

“Tliaiik you, dear girl, and don’t cry, 
please. I am not worth tlio smallest fr.ac- 
tionai part of one of these precious drops, 
let they comfort mo. I siiall carry llicir 
memory with me. Good by now. Tell Wirt 
as much of what you have heard as is neces¬ 


sary for undoing the mischief between him 
and Agatlia.” 

He took tlio girl’s offered liaiid, raised it to 
his lips, iiiurinured “good-by” once more, 
and, rajiidly retreating, was soon lost to sight 
in tlie thick-set sliriibbery. 

Grace had lost her inclination to make a 
call tliat day, hut went loitcringly Iiome. It 
was a hard task—that of telling Wirt—wliich 
Aaron liad set for her. Slie found Iier brotlier 
ill the garden on reaching home, but shrank 
from speaking to liira tlien. Two or llirco 
otlier excellent opportunities were lost from 
tlie same cause. It was not until tlio follow¬ 
ing evening tliat, liearing Wirt come in, slie 
rail down witliout giving licrself time to 
tliink, and told liim nil tlie story. 

Tlie same evening Wirt went to see Agatlia, 
wliose visit to tlie Mallorys Iiad been deferred. 
Tlicir conference was one of interest—at le.ast 
to tliemselyes. Its results will probably sur¬ 
prise no one of our readers. “ Dearest ” and 
“darling,” and other tender epithets were 
ratlier frequently employed during its pro¬ 
gress, and it someliow Iiappencd now and 
tlion tliat Agatlia’s lips proved as stumbling 
blocks to Wirt’s, whereby frequent concus¬ 
sions were produced—not, Iiowever, with any 
serious results. 

All! that was a golden summer tliat fol¬ 
lowed. Love w.as queen regnant, and Happi¬ 
ness tlie chief li.andmaidcii in her train. In 
September Wirtli and Agatlia were married. 
Several years Iiave gone by since, hut Iiappily 
Love lias not yet been detliroiied. Wirt is 
Dr. Lcoiiardson jiow, and is accounted a 
siiillful and most Iiumanc pliysician. Among 
tlio poor lie is especially popular, his minis¬ 
trations being without money and without 
price; but tliat lie can well afford, for his in¬ 
terest in tlie quarries supplies Iiiiii witli a 
Imiidsome yearly income. 

Victor is really growing quite an old bach¬ 
elor ; not a rusty, crusty one, Iiowever, hut 
geni.al and suiiny-liearted. Ills quarries are 
prosperous. He is accounted a slirewd man 
of business. Ills leisure time, nevertlieless, 
is mostly given to mechanics. Before long 
ho liopes to give to the world a valuable and 
soraewliat remarkable inveiilioii. I sliall not 
toll you wliat it is, because in tliat case you 
niiglit go to work upon tlio hint, and claim 
the invention ns your own. 

Tliero is somctliing yet to tell about Graco 
Loonavdson. Up to last winter, she steadily 
refused all offers of marriage, tliongli Iier 
beauty and her winsome appearance brouglit 
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Iier several tliat niiglit liave been accoiiiited 
iinexcci>tionablc. Then—last winter that is— 
going to a Western city for a visit, slie lieard 
every wliere tlie praises of a certain Professor 
Colbraitli, wlio liad lately accepted a profes- 
sorship in tlie institution In tliat place. It 
was not long before Grace and tlie professor 
met and were introduced—a snperfinons cer¬ 
emony, by tlie way, for tlicy knew caeli otlier 
very well already. It was a surprise to eacli 
to learn that tlie otlier was unmarried. After¬ 
wards it was noticed tliat Professor Colbraitli 
went into society much more than be had 
done hitherto—went, in fact, wherever ho 
was likely to meet that pretty Miss Leoiiard- 
son. The change in Aaron Colbraitli had 
been radical. The axe laid at the root of 
the tree had done its work well. I do not 
mean to iiitiuiate that he had all at once be- 


coiiio a perfect cbaracler. Let us not look 
for such among the progeny of Adam. But, 
having striven resolutely for the mastery of 
his faults, ho had with considerahlo dillicitlty 
become that character said to be greater than 
ho tliat taketh a city—one that riileth him¬ 
self, that is. He was still ambitious, but his 
ambition, no longer a lawless depredator, 
had been made subject to principle. Ills 
talent was fast gaining him distinction. As 
a lecturer he was much sought. He w.as be¬ 
ginning to bo known, ton, as a brilliant writer 
of essays and of scieiitilio papers. 

Such was the man in whoso society Grace 
was now frequently thrown. She had never 
quite lost her old tenderness for him. He, 
on his part, had retained bis early love for 
her. Need the result bo ehroiiicled ? 
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YELLOWEOOT. 

f BY LOUISE DUPEE. 


“I OAy'T bear It any longer I” sobbed SyJ, 
rubbing lier littio blue cbccb sleeve across 
her eyes. “ Everybody scolds me so hard, 
• and everybody is so eross. Nobody cares for 
me .a bit, and Tin going to run away I If I 
do the least thing, they all cry out, ‘ O, what 
a bad child I’ Deliby said she shouldn’t 
wonder if I came to the gallus, ’cos I got 
into such a passion about having my lien 
sold this morning. O my poor old Yellow- 
foot 1” And tho remembrance of this most 
grievous of her wrongs brought a fresh burst 
of tears, and tho rickety old hack doorsteps 
. wliorcon slio was sitting threatened to come 
ilown every time a great sob shook her plniiip 
little body. 

It was very pleasant and bright tliere In 
the backyard, where the fowls were all 
congregated, keepjng up their contented 
gabble in the sunshine. There were Gold- 
neck, .and Sllvorwing, and Cropplecrown, and 
Speckle, wltli tlielr numerous half-grown 
sons and daugliters. There were saucy Ked- 
cap and domineering old Roundrobin, their 
two husbands, who, every now and then, 
when they thouglit their garrulous wives 
were making'tlieniselves heard more Ilian 
was necessary, stretched their long necks 
and gave utterance to de.afening sounds to 
drown tliem out. Syl usually deliglited in the 
society of these feathered friends, but she 
could hot bear to look at tlieiii now, for Yel- 
lowfoot was missing. Yelldwfoot, wlio was 
by, far the most fasclnatlug of the flock, wUlt 
her shiniiig black . dress, her pert little head 
with its jaunty little cap, wdiicli she used to 
cock so knowingly first on one side and then 
oil the otiicr, and her dainty little yellow 
legs and feet that looked as though they 
ivere encased in tiie fliicst of kid. Tlien, 
besides, she was Sylis own hen; at least, she 
had always considered her as her property. 
She took a fancy to her in licr chlckenliood, 
and had alw.ays been allowed to call her 
her own; .and no one bad made any objec¬ 
tion to her claiming that indiistrlmts biddy’s 
eggs. She was very eccentric in her cliick- 
cnliood, and w.asn’t considered quite as 
promising as Iier brothers and sisters. In¬ 
deed, Debby went so far as to say that she 


was weak-headed) and at last she got the 
name of the ‘‘crazy chicken." She had a 
singular fancy for turning somersets when 
she first came out of tlio shell; then she 
used to bo seized with sudden desires for 
flight, and would astonish her sedate old 
mother beyond measure by starting up with¬ 
out any warning, to chase an imaginary fly 
from one corner of tlie yard to tlio other, 
leaving the rest of the brood peeping In timid 
surprise from under the parent wing. Rut 
though she did have such a desire to use her 
legs, they did not seem to serve her very 
well, for, after running a while in a very 
unsteady manner, she used to topiile over 
headlong, and often made many rain at¬ 
tempts to pick herself up again. Her niotlicr 
did not approve of her eccentric habits, by 
any means; and after remonstrating long and 
gravely on the subject, finally gave up in 
despair, and disowned lier entirely. Rut 
Syl liked her better than .any chicken slie 
ever saw, because she was so funny; and 
when her mother forsook her, and she went 
peeping desolately about the barnyard, Syl 
cared for her. She warmed her little downy 
body ill her own tender hands, and every 
night put her into a tiny basket beside the 
kitchen hearth, and covered her with cotton 
wool, where, after a few satisfied chirps, 
chickie wandeted aw.ay into as fair a chicken 
dreamland .as was found by those who were 
tucked under their mother’s breast in the 
barn. So she grow and thrived, and bade 
fair to hcconie a right-minded hen; and 
instead of calling her tho crazy chicken, they 
c.allcd herSyl’s chicken; and Sy), who named 
all the fowls, called her “ Yellowfoot,” and 
was very proud of her. Everybody aeknonj- 
edgod her beauty and worth as she grew 
older. Her brothers and sisters were glad to 
admit her back into their circle, though her 
mother, Mrs. RIackbill, still regarded her 
with ratlier puzzled, suspicious looks, and 
was vyont to be rather incdllatlve in her 
society. The roosters were all zealous to 
scratch up a nice bit for her, and Debby 
declared that she was going to be a wonder 
for laying I 

"Well,” said Syl, “she wcfuld have been 
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(Jeail long ago If Itliadn’t been for mo; and 
I’m going lo Iiave Iier for mine." 

Slie and Ycllowfoot were very Inllmale, 
Yellowfoot would come at her call, no mat¬ 
ter how far aw.ay she was, and she used to 
fij of her own accord upon Syl’s shoulder; 
and when Syl stroked her glossy back, or fed 
her with some dainty bit from the table, 
slie expressed her satisfaction In the most 
musical of hen language. She rarely wan¬ 
dered away into the meadow with the other 
hens, but kept about the back door, where 
she could peep in at the folks In tbo kitchen, 
and made herself a sly little nest under the 
currant bushes, where she deposited an egg 
every day. Syl grew more and more attached 
to her as time went on; and what washer 
dismay, on coming liome from a pilgrimage 
in the woorls one morning, to find that she 
had been sold, together with a half dozen 
chickens, to Deacon Smith, who had taken a 
sudden fancy for poultry raising 1 

She missed her hen at once, and after she 
had searched and called in vain for some 
time, lier motlier told lier wliat liad hap- 
iwiied. 

For a moment Syl stood transfixed witli 
surprise; llicii slie gave vent to her grief and 
indioiiation in a stream of tears and re¬ 
proaches. 

“ What riglit liad ^body to sell lier lien 
wiieu siic was gone, s^^siiould like to know ? 
her own Yellowfoot,' who knew licr, and 
liked her so iimcli, and slie liked lier better 
tliau anytliing—better tlian anybody on tlio 
place,” 

“ Wby, Syl,” said lier motber, a meek Imrd- 
workofl woman, who had so much cure tliat 
she liadu’t time to pay much attention to her 
little girl, any way. “ 1 knew you liked the 
lieu, but 1 tlioiiglit you'd ratlior sell lier, ns 
the deacon oli'cied such a good price for lier. 
There are plenty of chickens that are going 
to be prettier hens than she is, and you may 
linve any one of them you want to take her 
pl.ico. The deacon took a fancy to her be¬ 
cause slie was so black, and lie wouldn’t 
have any other. He says black hens are 
tlie best for laying." 

"I wont have any oilier beiil” screamed 
Syl, stamping lier foot. ” But I will bare 
Yellowfootl Deacon Siiiltli shall give her 
up! She was stolon from me, and I will tell 
Iilm sol” 

Poor Syl! sbo bardly know wbat sbe was 
s.ayiiig. She wasn’t a very passionate little 
girl as a general thing; but now she was 


angry more than grieved, at least sbo was 
fur a time, and she went about stamping and 
sctoamlng in a manner that was quite dread¬ 
ful to behold. She felt that she had been 
cruelly wronged, and that life wasn’t aiiy- 
tliliigat all without the presence of Yellow- 
foot. 

Syl was what they called at the farmlioiiso, 
an odd child, and nobody had much opinion 
of her. She was naughty very often, and 
did not seem to have much afiectloii for any¬ 
body. She wasted all her love on calves, and 
cals, and dogs, and chickens, and remained 
ill their company the most of the tiiiio. lint 
the truth of the matter was, that she was 
very shy and lonely. Everybody in the house 
was loo busy to pay any attention to her, 
except to scold her if she were In the way. 
Her brother Will was too big, and had too 
great a contempt for girls, to loud her his 
society; she had no sisters, and there wasn’t 
a child 111 llio iiclghhorliood for her to play 
with. So, from being inuch alone, she grew 
queer and iiiorhid; but she had the warmest, 
best little heart in the world. 

The loss of Yellowfoot grew more and 
more uiieiidurablo as her anger began to 
cool. Dcbby had called her to diimer a Iialf 
hour ago, but she said that she didn’t want 
any dinner, ami would not go into the house 
to cat It; whereupon Debby Indulged in 
some—anything but flattering—remarks con¬ 
cerning her, ill her hearing, and Syl sal on 
the rickety doorsteps, still considering her 
wrongs. 

More than once in her life, when Debby 
had been umisimlly cross, and her mother 
had scolded her, Syl had contonnilated run¬ 
ning away; and now she was .determined to 
do so. Almost everybody would he kinder 
to her tliaii tliey wore at home, and slie 
would not stay there any longer. Slie liad 
two dollars tliat Uncle Ben gave her on her 
birthday, up stairs, and ten cents besides, 
tliat Will gave her for a piece of old iron 
which she found. Slie would go to Deacon 
Smith’s and get Yellowfoot, in tlio first place, 
and tlieii slie would go to tlio city and seek 
her fortune, like a boy tliat she had been 
reading about only last night. She thought 
she should like to wear her Sunday dress, 
hilt it would not do for her to put It on, for 
Debby would be sure to spy her when she 
went out; there was nothing but what Debby 
saw; and then she would, ho sure to meet 
Will or Sam somewhere on her way, and. If 
She were to bo so fine, they would suspect 
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somctliiiig. She tucked her host white apron 
Into her pocket, however, to put on when 
she got well out of sight, and made the hent 
hrim of her little sunburnt hat as straight os 
she could. Then slie placed the preelous 
two dollars in her bosom, the ten cents In 
her pocket, and hurried out of the gate with 
a rapidly beating heart. She had not made 
lip her mind what she should do when she 
got to the city, and she bad really not de¬ 
cided to go to the city yet. She was only 
going somewhere, and her mind was full 
of Yellowfoot. 

It was not far to Deacon Smith’s house, 
and as Syl crept softly up the lawn which 
led to it, she heard a familiar voice making 
a most desolate sound, and tlicre, shut up in 
a great coop made of latlis, was poor Yellow- 
foot, with lire other companions in misfor¬ 
tune. 

“Biddy 1 biddy! biddy 1” said Syl, scarcely 
above a whisper. But Yellowfoot heard the 
first call, and flapped her wings eagerly 
against her prison bars. 

Syl castafiirllve glance towards the house, 
to be sure that no one was looking—though 
she would have taken her beloved pot from 
under the deacon’s very nose, notwithstand¬ 
ing she was always dreadfully afraid of him, 
ho looked so stern and forbidding—then 
softly opening tlio door of tlie coop, she took 
the willing hen in her arms, closed it again, 
and walked aw.ay as fast as she could. 

“ I am not a thief,” she said to herself. “ I 
am only taking what Is my own.” 

“Chuek! chuck! chuck!” said Yellowfoot, 
in her most energetic and deliglited tone, 
which meant, as Syl interpreted it, “'rhatis 
true.” 

“ Now, Biddy,” said Syl,“ what shall wo do ? 
We haven’t any home to go to, because I’vo 
run away, and if I go back they wont let me 
keep you, you know. We’ve got to find 
some place where they’ll let us live togetlicr. 
I liked puss, and Ponto, and Frisky, hut tliey 
call do witliout mo, because everybody else 
likes them too. Will takes care of Frisky, 
and everybody feeds Ponto; puss catclics 
mice all the time, and steals Debby’s cream 
almost every day, when she doesn’t know It! 
'fliey’ll miss me,I know; but I really believe, 
Biddy, that you like me best. I don't like 
Debby, and I don’t like Will very well, but I 
do like mother”—at the word motlier, Syl 
couldn’t help giving a little sob;—“but she 
doesn’t care anything about me, and says I 
r.5a bad; and she sold you to Deacon Smith, 


when she know that you were mine, and 
how much wo liked each other.” 

Y’ellowfoot hung her head, and looked 
sad and meditative, but was silent. 

“ Sball we go to the city ? I’ve got money 
enough to go In the train.” 

Yellowfoot didn’t seem to approve. 

“ No,” said Syl to herself, this time Instead 
of Biddy. “ That wouldn’t do. Everybody 
would laugh to see a little girl In tiie train, 
carrying a hen in her arras; if I only liad a 
basket 1” 

But then, she concluded that it would not 
bo very easy to find an' abode for her pel in 
tbe city; hens did not reside In the city as a 
general tiling, and concluded to go away 
into some other town near by, Where nobody 
know her or Iior mother, and find sonic nice 
people who hadn’t any little girl, and wanted 
one, and who had a nice dooryard full of 
grasshoppers and dirt to scratch in, for Ycl- 
lowfoot. But sho must hurry, for it was late 
noon now, and wliat sliould sho do if slio did 
not find a shelter before dark canto on? 

SIio imparted this last plan to Yellowfoot, 
wlio said a good deal on tbo subject, and 
was evidently higbly in favor of tliis mode of 
proceeding. 

“ Wo can go to Bycfiold poorliouso, if wo 
can’t find anywhere else to go,” said Syl. 
“ That Is a place for neople wlio liaven't any 
place to stay, and it jfh’t bad-at least llie 
one in our town isn’t. I’vo boon tliero, and 
tlicre are funny people there, and they tell 
stories, wlien it’s winter, round the fire. I 
cpuldn’t go there, thoiigli, because they know 
me,” spoke Syl, meditatively. 

Tlic weather was very warm, and tliougli 
Biddy was liglit, Syl didn’t find. It very pleas¬ 
ant carrying her hugged up in her arms; 
nor did biddy like it. Sho protested against 
it loudly at times, and wlicii Syl got into the 
village, slic succeeded in buying nil old 
basket of a boy wltli lier ton cents. It was a 
forlorn-looking, battered-up tiling, but it was 
largo onongli to hold her pet, and tlicre was 
a cover to it that she could fasten down to 
keep lior in it, so it answered every pnriiose. 
Syl tlioiiglit, at first, tliat she would take tlio 
st.ago, and go to Bycfiold or to Gatesvillo; 
then she thought tliat the stage-driver might 
know her, and tell her mother wliere she 
liad gone. So slie .mado up her iiiiiid to 
walk, tliongli tlie road was tlirough the 
woods nearly all tlie way, and slie was half 
afraid. But slie trudged on with determined 
little feet, until It began to grow toward 
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nightfall, and tlie little sunshine that strug¬ 
gled through the leaves looked pale and for¬ 
lorn. The houses on her way grew further 
and further apart, and she felt as if she were 
certainly as many as a hundred miles away 
from home. 

“ If this is pyefteld,” sho said, to herself, 
" I don’t think it is a very pretty place, and 
there don’t seem to ho any people hero who 
haven’t any little girls of their own, and 
would bo lik'ly to want me; butl’sposel 
haven’t come to Kyefleld village, or else I 
took the wrong way, and am walking to 
JIallfax.” 

But her strength was beginning to fail; 
and by the time the cows began to think of 
going home, and the Ilyefield cliickcns and 
turkeys were gobbling up the last mouthful 
of their supper of grasshoppers, sho came to 
the conclusion that she could not go many 
steps further, and though sho assured Yellow- 
foot that she did not wish herself at home, 
her voice was somewhat shaky, and Yellow- 
fool said something that sounded like “ I 
don’t believe a word of it!” It was discour¬ 
aging enough to see such crowds of children 
about the doors of every cottage and farm¬ 
house that she passed, and everywhere a 
girl aboilt her size. Syl was sure that there 
was no chance of her finding a new mother 
and father here, and made up her mind to 
go to the poorhouse at'otice, if the poorhouse 
were near. If it were not, she didn’t know 
what she should do. Any poor body, who 
hadn’t anywhere else to go, had a right to 
stay at the poorhouse, she thought; and sho 
didn’t like to go and beg a night’s lodging at 
a private house. If there w'ere any people in 
town who hadn’t a little girl, and wanted 
one, she would like to find them out. Mrs. 
Sni.all, wlio lived down at the corner near 
her mother’s house, had lost her own littlo 
girl, and wanted one, and sho hadn’t any 
doubt but that tliore were otliers somewhere, 
if one only knew where to look for them. 
Of course sho couldn’t go to Mrs. Small, 
because sho came to see her mother almost 
every day, and her mother would find out 
where sho was at oiiee, and take her homo 
again, and give Yellowfoot back to Deacon 
Smith. 

“ I’ll go in here and ask them If they know 
of any one who wants a littlo girl,” said she, 
to herself, stopping before a cheery-Iooklng 
white farmliouse. 

A great tall funny-looking boy opened the 
door in answer to her timid rap. 


Syl blushed and stammered, but made out 
to give utterance to, her questions at last; 
and Yellowfoot, who was tired of being car¬ 
ried about in a basket, said something, too, 
in a very energetic tone, whereupon the dis¬ 
agreeable boy began to giggle, as if ho were 
intensely amused at something. Syl drew 
herself up with an nlr of great dignity, and 
without waiting to hear his reply, hurried 
away ns fast as ever she could. There were 
tears in her eyes,.but sho wiped them away 
very quickly, and was determined to bo bravo, 
whatever might happen to her. On sho 
went, with her weary lagging littlo feet, 
until she came to an old tumble-down look¬ 
ing red farmhouse, that was for all tho world 
just like the poorhouse at homo in Green¬ 
field. Syl thought that it nmst be the Hyc- 
field poorhouse, and whether it was or no, 
if they would not give her a shelter there 
for tho night, slio must sleep out of doors 
with the owls and bats, for sho could not go 
a single stop further. 

“Is this tho poorhouse?” she asked, of a 
buxom damsel who appeared in the door¬ 
way, before she reached it, staring at her 
with cnrlons, but not unkindly eyes. 

“ Lord bless yon, no, dear i Wiiat made 

you think so?” said she. 

“ I don’t know,” said Syl, who, in her pres-, 
ent desperate state of mind, was inclined to 
be more trutliful than polite. “ I thought it 
looked like a poorliouse, ’cos it’s such an old 
poor-looking house. The poorhouse in Green¬ 
field Is the poorest house in tho place almost, 
and this is exactly like that.” 

“You’re pretty plain spoken, aint you?” 
said the girl, laughing. “Have you got any 
folks at tho poorhouse that you're lookin’ 
for?” 

“ No,” said Syl; “ but if it was tho poor- 
honse, I was going to ask them to let mo 
stay hero all night. I haven’t anywhere to 
go, and I’m so tired.” And her lips trembled 
in spite of herself. 

“Gracious goodness!” exclaimed tho girl; 
“ alnt got anywhere to go? Aint you got no 
folks'?” 

“Not about here,” said Syl, faintly. 

“ Like as not you aint had no supper.” 

Syl shook her head dism.ally, and a dre.ad- 
ful pang of homesickness came over her as 
sho thought of her mother’s cheery kitchen. 
With the teakettle singing over the red coals, 
and Debby bustling about to get supper 
ready. Yellowfoot, too, seemed to bo im¬ 
pressed anew with tbe undesirableness of 
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her situation, anil began to complain lustily. 

“Just look boro, hiann,” said tbo girl, 
seizing Syl by tbo arm, and dragging hor 
into llio prosenco of a family group, wbo 
were just sitting down to tbo tea-table, with 
a most embarrassing want of ceremony. 
“ Tliere’s tbo funniest little girl you ever see, 
a carrying a ben round in a basket, and says 
she alnl got no folks, nor anywbevo to stay 

At any other time Syl’s dignity would 
liavo received a tremendous shock at this, 
but now, in her desperate situation, site 
bore being called “ tiio funniest little girl ” 
very meekly, and eyed the hot cakes on the 
table, with wistful approval. 

“Dear me I I s’poso slio’s hungry," said 
the fat kindly-faced woman at the head of 
tlio table. “ Susy, you take her hat off, and 
set up a chair for lier. What’s your name, 
dear?” addressing Syl. 

“Sylvia,” said she, feeling uncomfortably 
conscious of many curious eyes, 

“Sylvia what?” pursued her questioner. 

“ Sylvia Curtis.” 

" Lor now, I siiouldn’t wonder if 'Uvas the 
Widder Curtis’s little gal. I s.aw hor ’tother 
day, when I went over to Greenfield to see 
hernia about her wood-lot j and she looked 
just like this one,” said a man in a blue 
frock, who scented to be tbo fatlier of the 
family. 

Syl recognized him at once as the man 
that Debby laughed at, because lie wore 
such a funny old hat wlien he canto to see 
her mother. Debby said that Kyefield people 
weren’t much, anyway. Tliat was on a 
happy day, such a contrast to this one that 
tbo memory of it brouglit a great rush of 
tears into Syl’s eyes; and Yollowfoot, whose 
basket had been carefully deposited at her 
mistress’s feet, scented quite overcome, too, 
and spoke patiietlcally. 

Tlie good people wore all sympathy, and 
Syl was moved to tell them the wliole melan¬ 
choly history of the day, at last, and they all 
thouglit that it was too bad that Yellowfoot 
should have been sold. 

“ But who would have thought she’d have 
taken it to heart so?” said the kind woman. 


“Father, you must harness right up, and 
take her home os soon as she cats her sup¬ 
per. Her niotlier’Il bo nigh crazy about her, 
as I should bo if itwas one of my little ones. 
Don’t you fear but she’ll buy your biddy 
back, dear,” addressing Syl; “ though 1 can’t 
say that ’twasn’t naughty of you to run away 
so.” 

Syl was fully conscious of that, and was 
beginning to tbink that lionie would be en¬ 
durable, even without Yellowfoot. 

“ Mamina tofH bo worried about me,” sa'd 
she, wltli trembling lips; “ only I don't tlilnk 
she cares much about me, anyway.”- 

But nianinta did care about her. Site was 
indeed well nigh frantic when dark came 
and Syl was missing; and as time wore on 
into late evening, tlie whole household, as 
well as half the neighbors, wore out in searcli 
of her. When Syl appeared In the dooryard, 
about ten o’clock, perched upon tlie liigli 
seat of a farm-wagon, witli a strange man 
beside her, she was greeted with tears of 
joy. Even Debby, who was promenading 
the piazza with a lantern, gave hor a delight¬ 
ed hug that almost took her breath away. 

Syl sobbed in her mother’s arms, ami liad 
been asked no questions as yet; but Yellow¬ 
foot, who had been quietly dozing, suddenly 
awoke, and breaking loose from her prison- 
hoiise, hopped out upon the floor, with 
hoarse exclamations of delight. Tliis ex¬ 
plained everything, and her niotlier said, 
wltli her face and voice full of surprise: 

“Why, Syl! you loved your biddy more 
than you did your mother. I never had llio 
least idea how much you thought of her, or 
I wouldn’t have sold her for the world, my 
dear.” 

Syl was allowed to keep her pet, and not 
even Will was allowed to tease her about 
running away. Deacon Smith was sustained 
in his loss by the present of a tiny chicken 
which promised to bo just like hor in man¬ 
ners and conversational powers, as well as 
in color and sliapc. Syl is as great friend 
as ever wltli her, but slie wouldn’t be induced 
to run away from home again for half a 
dozen Yellowfeet. 
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